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HALLOWEEN NEXT DOOR 


Halloween next door gets interesting when my dad’s 
best friend invites me to his Halloween party. 


Not only is this possessive professor my next-door 
neighbor at college, but he’s also my next-door neighbor 
from the small town where we're from. 


But this is the first time my dad’s best friend isn’t next 
door to my dad... only his best friend’s daughter. 


But when a surprise visitor shows up in an unexpected 
costume, will my perfect professor disguise his desire for 
me or will he show everyone for the first time, not just the 
neighbors and his Halloween guests, that I’m his Pumpkin 
and not just a neighbor? 


And will he make me his sweet treat every day of the year or 
will he tell my dad it was just a Halloween trick, making 
me think all men are devious devils... forever? 


*Halloween Next Door is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Penelope 

October 29th 
My heart thumped wildly in my chest. 
Am | finally going to do this? 


“Are you Okay, Penelope?” Amber, my “little” from Big 
Brothers Big Sisters asks. 


“Uh huh,” I say, not able to take my eyes off the very 
faintest of light coming through his front windows. He must 
be in the back of his house, doing his best to avoid getting 
caught up in the Halloween holiday. 


“Why are you squeezing my hand so hard then?” Amber 
asks. 


It takes me a second to process her comment. “Oh my gosh, 
honey. I’m so sorry,” | say, squatting to her eye level to 
apologize. 


“It’s okay,” she says and I give my little eight-year-old friend 
a big hug. “Are we done trick or treating for tonight?” 


My eyes wander next door, where | have my apartment off- 
Campus, and back to his front door, and finally to Amber’s 
gigantic plastic pumpkin that’s overloaded with chocolate, 
candy corn, and enough sweets to last a kid at least a couple 


of years... which happens to be the length of time I’ve been 
fantasizing about the kind of treat that | want for myself. 


Bishop. 

And there’s no time to wait any longer. 

“You want to try one more house?” | ask. 

“Yes,” she says and | stand up straight realizing Halloween 
may be two more days away but I’m already feeling terrified 


of how this might go down. 


“Okay, here we go,” | say as we slowly leave the sidewalk 
and walk up the path to his front door. 


CHAPTER 2 


Bishop 


“Doesn't anyone pay attention in my classes?” | say as | read 
another essay that misses the main parts of my lecture by a 
country mile 


Ding-dong! 


“And doesn’t anyone pay attention to the fact that my front 
light is off?” | say not even caring that I’m talking to myself. 


My first thought is to ignore the doorbell and pour myself a 
second glass of bourbon, which sounds very relaxing, but 
what doesn’t sound relaxing is cleaning up a smashed 
mailbox in the morning if some boys from the university 
think I’m not home and decide to start smashing it up with a 
baseball bat or a neighbor’s pumpkin. 


My bare feet move across the parquet floor and | quickly 
consider if | should put on something more than the navy 
blue sweatpant shorts and white V-neck I’m currently 
wearing, but considering these “guests” are uninvited, and 
ones I’m going to see off my front step quickly, | shelf the 
idea. 


But the second | swing open the door an entirely different 
idea overtakes me. 


Every muscle in my body tenses as my eyes pour over her 
body like that smooth bourbon would have rolled over my 
lips. 


But this is better... much, much better 
Even with a skintight red spandex superhero costume on. 
Even with a black mask painted on her face. 


Even with a yellow and black superhero symbol on her 
chest, which has grown much bigger since the last time | 
saw her. 


| know exactly who this is. 
“Penelope,” | say. 


“Hi Mr Boudreaux,” she says. “I’m Supposed to be 
Elastigirl.” 

“You're supposed to be...” | pause as my mind immediately 
thinks of all the ways I'd like to bend her if she’s as elastic as 
she says she is. “Elastic Girl. Of course,” | say having no 
idea what in the heck she’s talking about, but frankly | don’t 
care. All | care about is her and how incredible she looks. 


“And this little cutie is Edna Mode,” she says. 

| look down at the little girl in the oversized Coke bottle 
glasses and black dress and try to pull myself together in 
the presence of this child. 

“Hi Edna Mode,” | say extending my hand. 

“Hello Mr Boudreaux. Nice to meet you,” she says as her 


little hand takes mine and she shakes it and then does a 
little curtsey. 


My mind is spinning right now. 
What’s Penelope doing here? 
How did she find me? 

When did she grow up? 


| haven’t seen her at all in the two years since | left our small 
little town and moved on to become a university professor 
here in New Orleans. And apparently there’s more to see of 
her these days. 


Good lord. 


Her reddish brown hair that was sleek and straight and 
halfway down her back appears to be gone. It’s a different 
Shade and cut high, or maybe it’s just the lack of light. Oris 
that a wig that goes with her costume? 


And she went from a rail thin beanpole to a woman with 
hips. When did she get those curves? 


And the curve in her hips isn’t the only one I’m doing my 
best not to ogle at. That tight red spandex suit is hugging 
her form like my motorcycle hugs a sharp turn. And she 
doesn’t have to turn around for me to see she’s got a curve 
to her backside too...one | want to slap my hand down on 
hard feeling it jiggle as | knead it in my hand like a baker 
and his dough. 


And how about that yellow superhero logo that draws my 
eye right to her very developed chest? 


Did she knock on my door just to show me she’s turned into 
an absolute knockout? 


And if | keep staring at her I’m going to need some time 
alone in the shower the second she’s gone to knockout 
something else, as in the pain quickly shooting through my 
balls. 


“Let me get you some candy,” | say, taking a step back and 
trying to keep my mind from thinking about how sweet 
Penelope must taste. “Please, come in,” | say. 


Penelope goes to take a step, but little Edna Mode just 
stands there. 


“What’s wrong?” | ask. 
“Penelope said we shouldn’t enter a stranger’s house.” 
“I’m not a stranger,” | say, but Edna Mode doesn’t budge. 


“I'll be right back,” | say, realizing a quick second to myself 
is better anyways. | make it to the kitchen where my 
forearm finds the bar and my head finds my forearm. 


| close my eyes and take a deep breath before grabbing a 
shot glass and quickly filling it with bourbon and tipping the 
whole thing back. 


I’ve never been unable to catch my breath like this in my 
life. I’m never out of breath like this even after a hard 
workout... one where | push truck tires up hills or do sprints 
for an hour straight with only fifteen second breaks in- 
between. 


| just had a physical last week. I’m thirty-eight now and as a 
man approaches forty apparently things start to break down. 


But right now I’m very apparently up. 

| open my eyes and see the very clear erection you can’t 
miss trying to pierce my shorts. Damn, | can’t go back out 
there like this. 

| run into my bedroom and grab a pair of compression 
Shorts. | take off my shorts and slide on the compression 
shorts, trying to press my erection up against my stomach. 
It’s so damn hard it’s already pointing straight up. 

Perfect. 

| slide the shorts back on and then hike them up high. 

| run back into the kitchen and find some junk food. 


“| shouldn’t be eating this stuff anyways,” | say to myself. 


“Everything okay in there?” Penelope calls out from the front 
door. 


“Yeah. Be right there,” | say. 
| grab a couple candy bars from the fridge and head back to 
the door, and the woman who’s completely showed up out of 


nowhere and turned my world upside down. 


“Here ya go,” | say to the little girl, dropping a Snickers into 
her bucket. 


“And this is for you,” | say handing the other candy bar to 
Penelope before | realize what it is. 


“Thanks I’ve never had a... whoa,” she says as she reads the 
label. “A ten-inch white chocolate bar,” she says. 


“Amazing these concepts that Toblerone is coming up with 
all the time,” | say trying not to think of the ten-inch bar 
that’s a lot more like steel and a lot less like chocolate that 
twitches underneath my underwear and two pairs of shorts 
at her words. 


“Thank you, Mr Boudreaux,” little Edna Mode says. 


“You're welcome, sweetheart,” I say. | don’t think I’ve ever 
called a kid, or anyone, that in my life. But there’s just 
something about seeing this little girl standing there with 
one hand in Penelope’s that makes me think about what it 
would be like for us to have our own kid one day. 


| chase the thought from my mind quickly, but it comes right 
back. 


“Nice to see you again, Mr Boudreaux,” Penelope says. 


“Nice to see you too,” | say, the most obvious 
understatement of my lifetime. But oh do I want to see a lot 
more of her... with that costume off. “Are you going to be in 
town for awhile?” No way is this conversation going to end 
without me getting her number. 


She smiles and then the cutest little giggle escapes her lips. 
Sweetheart. Cutest little giggle. What in the hell’s wrong 
with me? These feminine words have suddenly entered my 


mind completely out of nowhere. 


And sweetheart and cute are the last things on my mind 
when it comes to my thoughts of Penelope right now. 


Maybe it’s because I’ve never seen such a perfect woman 
before in my entire life. 


| don’t Know what it is, but | do know | need to see her again 
as soon as possible...and alone. 


“Yeah, you could say that,” she laughs. “I live really close.” 
“How close are we talking?” 


Her body pivots slightly and she points to the apartment 
building right next to my house. 


“Next door.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Penelope 


The second | got accepted to Tulane last spring | started 
looking at Zillow trying to find Bishop’s house. 


And the second | did | started looking for rentals close by. 
And | sure did luck out when | found one right next door. 


| was sure we’d “accidentally” bump into each other in the 
first few weeks, but it’s been just over two months since the 
semester started so | had to take matters in my own hands. 


Just like | had to take matters into my own hands by coming 
here. 


l'm from Oak Ridge, Louisiana and although they're not from 
there it’s kind of ironic that the famous band the Oak Ridge 
Boys chose that name, because there are hardly any boys in 
Oak Ridge, the thriving metropolis of one hundred and thirty 
three strong. 


Yes, not even one hundred and fifty people in the world can 
claim to be from where I’m from. 


And sure, there are a few boys there, but certainly no men... 
not since Bishop left his teaching job in Monroe, Louisiana 
the second he got accepted for a teaching position at 
Tulane. 


And boy are there ever some things I'd like for him to teach 
me. 


| lie in my bed on my side with my small reading light on 
and the window open. I’ve got the main curtain opened and 
just the thin one “shut.” But with the light on I’m sure 
Bishop could see inside my room if he wanted to. 


And from the way he looked at me today | know he wants to. 


God, he is so hot. And the power | felt when I saw what | was 
doing to him made me feel a moistness in-between my legs 
in that tight spandex costume that could have been very 
revealing. 


But Amber and | weren’t there long. | didn’t want this to be 
anymore than a routine candy stop although | think she 
knows it was so much more. 


And I can think of the ways my infatuation with Bishop can 
be so much more too. 


After Amber’s mom came by and picked her up | couldn’t 
help but think about having a family of my own with Bishop. 


It was so fun spending the day with her today. It took us the 
whole afternoon to find the heavy, black, round frame 
glasses she needed for her costume as Edna Mode from The 
Incredibles. And when we finally did find the glasses they 
didn’t have them in a kid’s size so the huge frames engulfed 
her cute little chubby face. It was so adorable | swear we 
were taking pictures for half an hour before we left to go 
trick or treating. 


And apparently | wasn’t the only one who thought she 
looked cuter than the dickens. She made off like a bandit 


tonight. 


But I’m the one who's thinking like a thief now. All | can 
think about is how much | want to steal Bishop’s heart and 
how | want to give him a treat that’s oh so sweet. 


My first time. 


Something changed inside me two years ago when I saw him 
at his going away party that my dad threw. | was still a kid 
then, only sixteen, but for the first time | felt something for a 
man and | knew it was more than just a crush. 


And then he up and moved away. 
And it’s been two years since I’ve seen him. 


Sometimes my dad drives down to New Orleans and they 
spend a day together doing fun things or even going fishing 
on the Bayou, but Bishop never comes back home to visit, 
even though he’s technically still our next door neighbor 
back home as well. 


He’s got the nicest house “in town,” but right now it just sits 
empty. It served as a constant reminder of him missing from 
my life and | was determined to get into Tulane and find him 
and let him know how | felt about him, one way or another. 


And maybe tomorrow will be my chance. 


He told me the professors are having a haunted house for 
charity and he asked me if | wanted to go. 


Of course | jumped at the opportunity to jump from some 
scares at the haunted house. 


And it gives me the perfect opportunity to jump into those 
big strong arms of his too. 


I’m already imagining all the devilish things | hope we do 
together when suddenly my mind pops back into the 
present. 

| stare out the window and | swear | see him walk by his own 
window, pausing for just a second and his head turning 
towards my apartment. 


Over here, | want to yell. It’s been a full hour since | 
knocked on his door. 


He’s probably ready to go to bed like me. 
| wonder if he sleeps naked. 


And | wonder if he’s wondering what it would be like to have 
me in his bed... just like I’m wondering the same. 


CHAPTER 4 


Bishop 


| laid back in my bed with my eyes closed and my hands by 
my side thinking about how Penelope looked tonight. 


I'd even pulled out the picture album her mom made me 
after | left town. | wanted to see if I’d lost my mind or if 
Penelope had changed that much. 


She had. In the pictures she looked nothing like how she 
looked tonight. She was cute, sure, but a kid. 


| put the picture aloum away almost immediately but what 
wouldn’t go away was the throbbing erection that | had for 
her. 


| hadn’t seen her in two years, and damn, how much she’d 
changed. 


When she turned to leave my front step I ran to the window 

like a kid watching for the ice cream truck or something, but 
instead | wanted to get a look at her backside as she walked 
away. God what a perfect ass. 


She didn’t know | was watching her Or maybe she did. 
Maybe she wanted it. 


Why else would she change out of that tight costume right 
by her window on the side of her apartment that faces my 
house? 


| stood back, away from my window like some kind of 
pervert...watching her. Wanting her Needing her. 


| didn’t even have to touch myself or anything, my cock was 
so damn hard at the sight of her, and the thought that | 
shouldn’t be watching my best friend’s daughter undress, 
that | could have come if | hadn’t intersperse my thoughts 
with baseball. 


Damn, surely she knew what she was doing. And damn 
again, because she left that thin curtain closed so | could 
only see her shape, but not her skin. 


The skin that | want to run my tongue along every inch of as 
| taste her, please her, and make her beg for more. 


| could stroke myself now to the thought of her and I’d shoot 
my load within seconds. | know it. 


But | can’t 
I’m not allowing myself this shallow “victory” | want the real 
thing. | don’t want to fantasize about being with her | want 


her here, in my arms, underneath me, riding me. 


| want her in the kitchen, in the shower, against the wall, 
and in my bed. | want her everywhere. 


And if | stroked myself to the thoughts of taking her in those 
places right now | know I’d come so hard that | wouldn’t be 
able to control my moans. 


Moans so loud that even she would hear. 


But the real question is, once she heard them would | hear 
her moan back shortly thereafter like two wolves calling to 


each other in the night? 

But we'll see tomorrow night. 

Some of the other professors have a haunted house going 
and I’ve got two choices. | can accompany her through it or 


| can work it... but just for her visit. 


Part of me says | should accompany her, but another part of 
me says | should work it. 


And there’s a reason why. A very selfish reason why that is 
as devilish as the Halloween season. 


But no matter what | decide there’s one decision that | made 
up the minute she stepped on my front porch. 


She’s mine 


CHAPTER 5 


Penelope 


October 30 (the next evening) 


| step out of my apartment building with my senses 
heightened. 


Just thinking of Bishop makes me feel more alive, and 
knowing that I’ve got what might be considered a date with 
him tonight has every fiber of my being firing. 


A shiny, black SUV sits idling across the street. The windows 
are tinted but the front windshield isn’t. 


And there’s no way that’s not Bishop sitting inside. You 
don’t mistake a six feet five inch two hundred and fifty 
pound man for the guy next door, even though he very 
much is the man next door... by design. 


His driver’s side window quickly darts down and | see his 
eyes focused on me. 


I’m walk towards him, but my mind is at odds with my body. 
My body says to run to him and do all the things with him 
that I’ve dreamed of. 


And my mind screams “ predator,” and “run” in the opposite 
direction. 


But matters of the heart aren’t settled in the mind, they’re 
settled by the unsettled rumblings in my core and the need 


that’s literally coming out from underneath my underwear. 


As | get closer he steps out of the SUV as he towers over me, 
causing that flight or fight response to inch even higher up 
the survival scale. 


| can feel the pulse in my neck throb as | watch his eyes 
dilate as he keeps his focus trained on me as he walks 
around to the passenger side, and | follow along right in 
step...in sync...in rhythm as our bodies should always be. 


He opens the door without saying a word and offers me his 
hand to help me up and in. 


| look at his massive digits and can’t help but wonder what 
they say about the size of a man’s fingers and the length 
and thickness of his cock. If it’s true my pussy is going to 
have its work cut out for it if I’m going to be able to accept 
everything he has to give. 


| reach for his hand as I| go to step up and into my seat, but 
the minute my hand finds his my body freezes up and my 
leg just kind of wobbles as it misses the floor mat and | feel 
the side of the seat moving quickly towards my face, or more 
accurately the other way around, as | fall forward. 


And just like in the movies, Superman swoops in and scoops 
me up in his arms, lifting me up and literally sitting me in 
my seat and then pivoting my body around so I’m facing 
forward. 


“I’m so clumsy sometimes,” | say. 


“You're not. It’s a big step up. When I had it modified | 
wasn’t really thinking of other passengers,” he says. 


He was never known to get around back home, but then 
again he commuted to work everyday so who knows what 
went on there. 


But | never saw a woman over at his house or remember my 
parents talking about him going on dates or anything. 


All | remember in that regard was my mom trying to hook 
him up a few times to which he always politely declined 
without so much as even taking a look at the pictures of my 
mom’s friends. 


He always said he was focused on getting a job ata 
university so he could get tenure and then do what he really 
loved, writing research papers while he was teaching. He 
was just so focused on his career. 


And focused on keeping that body of his rock hard. 


| know he had a gym in his garage. | remember the few 
ladies in town talking about how it was time to go for a quick 
walk every time his garage door was open. 


| remember as a kid riding my bike by his house and seeing 
this hulking man covered in sweat as he groaned while he 
lifted weights that would make Paul Bunyan look like a Sissy. 


And now | realize what I|’d missed all those years. 
But | just made up for it with the way he lifted me like | was 
a five-pound dumbbell, after my dumb loss of balance. | 


really need to quit blaming myself for things sometimes. 


He shut my door and moved back around to his side and got 
in. 


His expression neutral and his body language calm and in 
control as he took the stick shift and off we went. 


“I like your SUV,” I say, trying to break the ice. 
“Thanks,” he says. 


“| don’t know many guys who drive a stick shift anymore... 
especially an SUV.” 


“| never considered myself most guys.” 


“No. | definitely wasn’t implying that,” | say and as I realize 
my mistake | instinctively reach out for him, my hand 
finding the top of his hand which is resting on top of the 
stick shift. 


And then I feel him shift into a higher gear and the SUV 
picks up speed without jerking or anything. 


But the speed of the SUV isn’t what gets me. It’s having my 
hand on top of his as | feel the power in his hand as he so 
effortlessly controls this multiple ton piece of machinery 
with complete mastery. 


He looks down at my hand, glaring at it and | feel my cheeks 
redden. 


“Sorry, | didn’t mean to distract you from your driving.” 


He smirks. “You’ve been distracting me since the moment 
you rang my doorbell.” 


“I'm sorry,” | say feeling like something’s wrong. “If your 
busy we can Call this off.” 


“You're the kind of distraction | need, Penelope,” he says and 
| feel a lump in my throat as he looks at me with need in his 
eyes, 


“I've been so focused on my career and my research all 
these years | think | kind of lost sight of what’s important in 
life.” 


“You did?” 


“Yes, and | needed a little distraction to get me back on 
track.” 


“I'm glad | could help,” Isay. “I think that’s what you’re 
saying at least.” 


“That’s partly what I’m saying,” he says. He pauses for one 
second and then looks back at the road as we pull up toa 
stoplight. 


Then his eyes turn back to me as his body turns just slightly 
so his shoulders are more open to me. 


“But what I’m really saying is that you’re not a distraction... 
you're the priority.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Bishop 
The whole ride over | could see how nervous she was. 
Good. 
Seeing her off balance, on edge, turned me on. 
And little did she know she had me on edge too. 
| was doing my best to keep myself together, but inside all | 
could think about was pulling this SUV over on some dark 
street and grabbing her and kissing her hard before we were 


even fully in park. 


What in the hell was she thinking wearing those short jean 
cut-off shorts and that white button Henley? 


And more than half of the buttons weren’t buttoned, which 
from my position next to her, and because | tower over her, 
gave me a Straight shot down her top at her ample cleavage. 


Cleavage which was making it damn hard to shift gears 
because as my foot would move on and off the clutch, the 
inside of my leg would rub against my throbbing cock. 


And | needed my cock out of these jeans and inside of her. 
And that’s exactly what was going to happen soon enough 


because | wanted her more than anything in this world and 
when I see something | want I stop at nothing to get it. 


CHAPTER 7 


Penelope 
| wait in line to enter the haunted house. 
“I'm going to wet my pants,” the girl about my age in-front 
of me says just before some monster comes out of nowhere 
with what I hope is a fake chainsaw causing the entire line to 
scream in terror. 


Including me. I’m still practically panicking from that ride 
over here. The way he looked at me. The things he said. 


If | wet my pants inside | won’t even know it, because my 
panties are already drenched. 


Bishop said he would work the haunted house when | went 
through that it would be more fun that way. 


When I asked him how I’d know which monster he was he 
just flashed me one of those smirks of his, the ones that got 
my panties in this predicament in the first place. 

“You'll know,” he said. “With absolute certainty” 


What does he have planned? 


Before | know what’s happening it’s my turn to step up and 
go. 


| love scary movies but this is a lot different. At home I can 
just hit pause on the remote if things get too intense. Not 


tonight. 


And I've got the intensity of this fright night plus the 
intensity which Bishop is showing. 


| hear the girl and her boyfriend in front of me scream just 
up around the corner so | know there must be something 
scary up there. 


| really wish Bishop had joined me in this haunted house. | 
would have had ample excuses to jump into his arms and 
my hands to find his big, beefy body for security...a very 
sexy kind as | could have let my hands linger just a little too 
long across that broad chest of his and then drag my 
fingertips across every ridge in those abs...the abs | know he 
has and want so badly to see for myself 


But now | have to focus on looking out for this scary 
creature. 


As | turn the corner | inch forward with my back along the 
wall knowing it must be in the hole up ahead on the right. 


Suddenly something come out from behind me and it’s arms 
wrap around me, but it doesn’t really touch me. 


| jump away and right toward the hole, where another 
creepy creature pops out and goes to grab me but stops just 
short and quickly disappears back in its hole. 


My hands are making fists and | bring them up to my face 
pounding them together as I’m totally terrified right now 


My mind replays the events scaring me a second time, but 
my subconscious catches something. 


When the monsters jumped out at me they didn’t touch me. 
There was a waiver posted in really big letter right when you 
come inside that says you might be grabbed while in the 
house. | wasn’t expecting anything pervy or anything like 
that of course, but neither of these monsters touched me 
when they had the chance. 


And I was super scared but if they had laid their hands on 
me | would have screamed bloody murder. 


Which is what they want, right? 

But | could tell by the possessive intensity that Bishop was 
displaying on the ride over that that’s definitely not what he 
would want. 

And even behind the monster’s makeup it was like their 
faces recognized something in me and they pulled back a 
bit. 

Did Bishop say something to them? 


And what kind of words, or noises, is he going to make when 
| come by his part of the haunted house? 


Or does he have an entirely different kind of noise he’s 
going to try to get me to make. 


A different kind of moan, that is far from scary, and one that 
only he can elicit? 


CHAPTER 8 


Bishop 
“Nobody touches her” 


| was very clear when | said it in the backroom just before we 
all went out to take our stations. 


| described her in detail twice just so there would be no 
confusion, no “mistakes.” 


When I saw one of the other professors eyes glazing over 
like he was headed to his happy place, making me realize | 
was describing her perfection in too much detail, | gave him 
a stare down and a snarl and he quickly pulled his mask up 
and over his head and scurried off somewhere. 


Good, because none of these “monsters” scare me. 
In fact they're thinking I’m a real life monster myself after 
the way | spoke in no uncertain terms about laying a finger 


on my Penelope. 


“She just cleared the corner Coming your way,” pops up on 
my cell phone. 


| exchanged numbers with the professor one “scare station” 
as they call them before mine so I’d known when she was 
near. 


But now I realize | didn’t even need to do that. 


| swear | can smell her Her scent. There’s something very 
primal about it. It’s like the darkness of fear mixed with the 
sweetest flower in the world. | memorized it on the ride over 
and | recognize it now. 


And the groups are coming through staggered so | won’t 
have any trouble doing exactly what | have planned. 


| look through the little peephole and see her She’s just a 
few feet away as her hands move from one wall to the other 
as if she’s in a maze trying to find her way out. 

And | have to find a way to get my erection back under 
control when I see the way the purple light hits that white T- 
shirt of hers, highlighting her perfect breasts. 

And then my eyes lock in on her nipples. 


Holy fuck! They’re rock hard and pebbling though her bra 
and her shirt. 


She’s turned on and it can only be for me. 
| can’t wait any longer and | jump out early. 


She sees me and screams at the top of her lungs before 
turning to run in the other direction. 


But I’m too fast, too big, and too powerful. 


Two steps later I’ve got her, scooping her up from behind 
and carrying her back to my lair kicking and screaming. 


“Let me go!” she screams and | hear the voices of the group 
behind her scream out in fear as well. 


But | don’t care about them. They won't know what it’s like 
to experience the kind of fear | can deliver. 


And more importantly no one will get the chance to 
experience the kind of pleasure | can give either. 


No one except her. 


CHAPTER 9 


Penelope 


“You don’t really want me to let you go...do you?” the deep, 
husky voice says to me. 


It’s only then that | realize | was so terrified that | somehow 
missed what had happened. 


“Bishop.” 

“You know | wouldn’t allow anyone else to lay a finger on 
you, let alone pick you up and carry you against your will,” 
he says. “In fact is this against your will?” 

It’s like a switch inside me flips and my fear turns to lust. 


“No, it’s...okay. It’s... what | want.” 


“There’s a big difference between what’s okay and what you 
want,” he says matter-of-factly. 


And he’s right. “I want it,” | say, responding directly in kind. 


“Good, because last night you came to me to see what | 
would do. Well here’s your answer. You didn’t have to come 
to me a second time because | saw what | want and now | 
came and got it for myself,” he says, and even through the 
mask | could see his eyes move over my body as he said, 
“what | want.” 


“Are we going to get caught?” | say. 


“Caught implies we’re doing something we shouldn’t be 
doing. Something that is wrong. And there’s nothing wrong 
about the way we feel about each other.” 


| know Bishop is a decisive guy, my dad has told me stories. 
But it’s one thing to know he’s decisive and it’s another to 
see just how decisive he is in person...especially when what 
he’s decisive about is claiming me as his. 


And that’s exactly what | want. What I came to Tulane for. 
What I came to his front door for yesterday. 


Him. 


And now I’m so close to having him, or more accurately him 
having me. 


There’s no way | could do anything to him. He’s so much 
bigger and stronger than | am... and likely experienced too. 


Whatever he saw in me he could have. Yes, | was going to 
do my best to please him, but it would be foolish to think | 
could maneuver a man as big and strong and dominant as 
he is into any sort of position that | might want. 


And judging by the grip he has on me there is no doubt he 
wants me. All of me. 


The way he holds me with his fingers not just underneath 
me, but around me...in a possessive grip. And his short, 
direct sentences which are more like something a caveman, 
or some barbarian out of the annals of a history book, might 
Say. 


And | want this barbarian to raid my shores and take exactly 
what he wants. For this caveman to enter me and claim me 
as his. 


| feel my body being twisted upright and suddenly he’s 
sitting me on something back in his tiny hiding spot, out of 
view of the haunted house visitors. 


Even sitting on some sort of ledge, which | can’t make out do 
to the lack of light, he’s still so much taller than me. | must 
be sitting a good three or four feet off the ground, but it 
makes no difference. 


| like this feeling of him having me here in front of him. This 
idea that we’re in some secret spot and everyone around us 
is screaming, which means if what I think is about to happen 
happens then I can scream as loud as | want and get away 
with it. 


The excitement of sex in public, without the exhibitionism 
that | know he wouldn’t allow, nor would l. 


| want his body for my eyes only, not for the world. 
Possessiveness and jealousy are a two way street that we 
both drive on. 


He growls something fierce as his hand comes up to my 
cheek. He brushes the pad of his thumb across it and | 
reach out for his finger, taking it and pulling it into my 
mouth before sucking as much of it as | can. 

“Do you know what you’re doing to me right now?” he asks. 


“The same thing you’re doing to me,” | say. 


He moans and | can feel my pussy making a puddle beneath 
me and my nipples pebbling I’m so turned on right now. 


His thumb and middle finger find my jaw and he massages it 
firmly as he slowly removes his finger from my mouth. 


Once it’s out his hand moves down my neck and around the 
back as his hand knives into my hair, moving my head to 
the side exposing my neck. 


His head darts right in and he kisses me right below my ear 
sending a tingling sensation straight through my spine that 
quickly spreads throughout my body. 


“You see how much | want you,” he whispers into my ear. 
“Uh huh,” escapes my lips. 


“You feel how much | want you,” he says as he continues to 
kiss my neck as his free hand takes mine and puts it 
squarely on the bulge in his pants. 


“Oh my god you’re huge.” 
“You do that to me. Only you,” he says. 


My hand moves up across the denim and | reach inside his 
pants, finding the space between his pants and his 
underwear. | shove my hand in deep grabbing as much of 
his dick as | can feeling his rock hard rod before | quickly 
shoot my other hand down his pants to see if | can’t take all 
of him in my hands. 


His other hand comes up and he runs his fingertip across the 
side of my cheek while his other fist stays knifed in my hair. 


His lips move away from neck and suddenly come crashing 
down on mine as his hungry kiss devours me with a 
neediness only matched by my own. 


The taste of his lips on mine and the feel of his cock twitch 
in my grasp at our first kiss causes my stomach to tighten 
and a wave to rush over me. 


Suddenly my forearms flex and my stomach tightens as | 
grab his cock hard, possessively, and before | can even try 
and stop it my body shutters and | climax right there where | 
sit. 


“Uhhh!” | moan in-between the sounds of screams of terror 
and cries for help from the people inside who are scared out 
of their minds. 

And l'm scared too, but for reasons of my own. 

The way he so easily made me come with just one kiss and | 
know my two-year crush is more than a crush. It’s an 
obsession and | have to have him inside me. 


Now. 


CHAPTER 10 


Bishop 
| want to be a gentleman, but this is out of my control. 


My hand slides down her neck and finds her breast and | 
grab it hard, pissed off at the thin T-shirt fabric and bra 
between us, but still her nipple is practically ripping right 
through her clothes and as | take it in-between my fingers all 
| can think about is burying my dick in-between her walls 
and filling her with enough of my seed to make her mine 
forever. 


“What’s back here?” a voice from the path says. 
“I think we crawl down this way,” another voice says. 


| lean to the side and see some college-aged kids looking 
right at me. 


“Rawr” | snarl and they take off in the other direction and | 
go right back to kissing my woman without missing a beat. 


She’s so lost in stroking my cock and sucking on my lips that 
I’m not even sure she noticed. 


“Bishop,” a voice says as | hear a knock against the plywood 
underneath Penelope’s perfect ass. “Open up so! can 
relieve you.” 


| hear the stainless steel hook and eye latch rattle as he tries 
to press up on the plywood underneath Penelope. 


Fuck. 
“Give me a minute,” | growl at him. 
“It’s hot in here, man. Hurry,” he says. 


As much as I’m pissed off at him for interrupting us | realize 
this is a sign. She deserves better than this and the 
professor who’s here to relieve me doesn’t deserve to wait 
on me in some unventilated crawl space while | claim my 
woman for the first time less than a foot above his head. 


“Sorry, Pumpkin. This will have to wait,” | say pulling her 
hands off my cock even though that’s the last thing on earth 
| want to do. 


She fights me and | like her feistiness. “Nooo,” she says 
trying to keep her hands rammed down my pants, but when 
| lean in and kiss her again her whole body melts into mine 
and | slide her tiny paws off my bone. 


| lift her up off the plywood structure and we straighten out 
our clothes. 


| unhook the latch and help the professor who’s here to 
relieve me up and out and into our little hiding space. 


| can’t complain. | asked for just a super short shift and a 
quick relief and he provided it just at the time | asked. 


If anything I should be angry at myself, but I’m not. 
Now we get to go through the rest of the haunted house 


together, and she can put her hands on me all she wants 
when she gets scared in there. 


But l'Il be damned if | let anyone come close to putting their 
hands on her. 


Because she’s mine. 


CHAPTER 11 


Penelope 


“You called me Pumpkin back there at the haunted house,’ | 
Say as we walk through a pumpkin patch. 


We decided to do something else fun and Halloweenish after 
the haunted house so a pumpkin patch under the moonlight 
was the perfect activity. Plus it gets us outside where we 
can breath in the crisp autumn air that | wait for all year, 
and it gives us space where we can walk and talk. 


“Your last name’s Patch. It fits perfectly.” 

“Why not strawberry then?” 

“| bet you are as sweet,” he says and then his tongue slides 
out of his mouth just a little licking his upper lip before his 
top lip is engulfed by his lower lip and both lips come out 


together and back into a normal resting position. 


If most guys tried that they’d look like a ridiculous imitation 
of LL Cool J. 


Not Bishop. 
I’m not even sure he knows he did it. It was more like an 
involuntary reaction, his body language betraying the 


thoughts he’s trying to keep to himself... or not. 


“But when I think of strawberries | think of fields, not to 
mention it is Halloween and a pumpkin has a perfectly round 


Shape just like your,” he says. He lets the words hang there 
and | imagine his hands on my butt. “Eyes,” he says and | 
quickly slap him on the arm. 


“Ow!” I say “You're... you're... made out of rock or 
something.” 


“Carved out of steel, thanks to years and years of lifting 
iron,” he says. 


“Can | even squeeze an inch right here,” | say bringing my 
fingers to his tricep and looking for something to grab but 
finding nothing. “Okay, you win,” | say. “You're the fittest 
guy I’ve ever seen.” 


“How many fit guys have you seen,” he says looking at me 
with a streak of jealousy in his eyes mixed with surprise. 


“So far in my life... none.” 
“Good. That’s what | thought,” he says. 


“| thought guys were interested in someone with... 
experience. Isn’t that why dating apps are all the rage?” 


“First of all I’m not most guys,” he says and he’s absolutely 
right about that. “And | barely know what an app is. And 
I’ve sure never put my personal information on the Internet, 
although I’m guessing the university might get around to 
that if they haven’t already.” 


If only he knew that homeowner records were not only 
public record, but right there at the click of a fingertip on 
Zillow In away | feel bad now, but the thought quickly gets 
dismissed when I think about where I’d be without having 
tracked him down. 


I'd either be back in Oak Ridge with no future, or I’d be at 
some university trying to figure out which drunk coed is the 
least bad bad option for a boyfriend. 


But I’d actually never do that. I'd rather be single than be in 
a relationship with someone I’m not interested in long term. 


And I’ve been very interested in Bishop for over two years 
now, so even though things got hot and heavy about an 
hour ago at the haunted house it strangely doesn’t feel like 
we're moving too fast. 


Probably because I’ve already played out a ton of sexy 
scenarios in my mind not to mention | may have even 
considered baby name combinations for our kids. 


“Not to mention when | want something | want it all to 
myself I’ve never been good at sharing anything. My toys 
when | was a kid. Food. Even notes on students with other 
teachers or professors. And I’m certainly not sharing my 
woman with anyone, ever.” 


Hearing him say “his woman” makes my entire body light up 
again, not that | wasn’t already fully awake and alert right 
now. Just being around him creates this air of excitement 
unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. 

“Professors share notes about students?” 

“All the time, but not me.” 


a Why? n 


“They want to know who’s trouble, who might be cheating, 
and who their best students are before their classes even 


start. Sometimes for seating purposes and other times just 
to know what to expect and things like that.” 


“But you don’t.” 

“No. | run my classrooms my way and students take one 
look at me and know I’m not here to mess around. I’m 
getting paid directly by the students or their parents to give 
them the highest quality education | can, and that’s exactly 
what | do each and every day.” 

“That sounds pretty intense.” 


“| take pride in what’s mine. That includes my work and the 
people in my close circle.” 


“Like my dad,” | say and wish | could pull the words back 
into my mouth. 


“Like your dad. Yes. Peter’s a good man and he did an 
excellent job raising you right.” 


“Let’s see who can pick out the best pumpkin,” I say. | don’t 
really feel like talking about my dad right now with the guy 
who's pants | just had my hands down. 


“Okay, if | win you have to make me a pumpkin pie,” he 
Says. 


“And if | win you have to carve up the pumpkin for me,” | 
Say. 


“Deal,” he says. 


“With your shirt off,” | throw in at the last minute. 


“Okay then, but then you have to make that pie in nothing 
more than an apron.” 


| can’t hold back the smile. “You’re on,” | say and we both 
start hunting through the pumpkin patch for a good one. 


“Can |help you?” a voice says and | look up to see a guy ina 
flannel shirt that looks like maybe he works here. 


“Oh, sorry. Are you closing soon?” 


“No, | just noticed you over here by yourself and | wanted to 
help.” 


“I'm not by myself,” | say, now realizing his true intentions 
and hoping he'll get the hint. 


“Well | don’t see anyone else here, and | mean... if | were 
here with you I certainly wouldn’t wander off and just leave 
you. I’d want to spend as much time as I could with you.” 


Just then out of my peripheral view | see a big object block 
out the light from the light pole and this guy falls into a 
shadow, even though there’s no sun out. 


Suddenly his body is going skyward as | watch his hipster 
boots leave the ground and his feet dangle a good six inches 
off the straw lined walkways between the pumpkins. 


“You keep bothering woman that are already spoken for and 
l'II make sure you spend as much time as you can ina 
hospital bed in a full body cast, you understand me?” 


“Yes, I’m really sorry,” the college-aged boy says. 


He’s no slouch either He’s built well, lean like an 
Abercrombie and Fitch type model. You can tell even with 
that flannel on. But even though he’s probably six feet tall 
or maybe six feet one the difference between a lean boy and 
a muscular man is like night and day. 


“Apologize to her for not respecting her wishes,” he says. 


| should tell Bishop that it’s no big deal or to stop, but for 
some reason my mouth just doesn’t open. 


I’m not sure if it’s because | don’t want us to look divided in 
public, or because as a smaller woman I never really get a 
chance to “fight back” against all the little b.s. that goes on 
on a weekly, and sometimes daily basis. 


I’m not sure if it’s because I’m small, or because I’m a 
woman, or | just look like an easy target or what, but | swear 
it seems like people are often trying to take advantage of me 
left and right. Maybe some of those old adages are true. | 
need to do a better job of sticking up for myself and not let 
people try and walk all over me half the time. 


But that nonsense ends right here and now as I’m very much 
witnessing first hand. 


This near-violence, especially in public like this, should 
almost be embarrassing, but it’s not... at all. 


It’s exhilarating and | feel myself getting turned on once 
again. | swear Bishop can excite me from my head to my 
toes, and especially in the middle of my body, in more ways 
that | could have ever guessed. 


“I’m sorry, ma'am.” 


Oh my god. No one has ever shown me respect by calling 
me “ma'am”. One little incident with Bishop and this boy 
suddenly found his southern manners. 


“It’s okay,” | say. 


“Not it’s not okay,” Bishop says literally shaking him like a 
wet rag. Somehow the boy’s flannel doesn’t rip. At least 
that’s one good thing about being a hipster...they do buy 
some really expensive clothes that hold up well. | bet when 
he was studying the thread count on the tag he never 
expected he would need it like this. “She’s letting you off 
easy because she’s a woman and she’s forgiving. I’m not. 
And I never forget a face.” 


Bishop rolls his fist literally turning the boy in the air to face 
him. “Especially one that’s pissed me off...and tried to take 

what’s mine,” he says before he takes a big step forward and 
heaves the guy into a big stack of hay bales. 


It’s not hard to see he gets the wind knocked out of him, but 
he manages to stumble to his feet and wobble away 
somewhere. 


“How do you like this one,” Bishop says as if nothing just 
happened. 


| shake my head in disbelief and smile at his transition from 
what just happened to our pumpkin challenge. 


“It looks... perfect!” | say. 
“So | win, then?” 


“Yes, you win,” | say going up on my tiptoes as he gives mea 
hug and a big kiss on the cheek. 


“This should be on the house after what just happened, but 
let me go pay real quick.” 


“I can go with you,” I say. 
“Nah, you can just enjoy this nice place right here.” 


“It looks like it belongs in a postcard doesn’t it?” | say taking 
in all the pumpkins and the darkness and the light posts 
that shine on them. And the straw paths are so quaint and 
cute too. 


“You belong in a postcard, with me, on some far off deserted 
island.” 


“| can free up my schedule real quick,” | say and he flashes 
me that smirk. 


“I'll be right back and we can talk about it.” 


“What if someone else tries to talk to me while you're 
away?” | ask, just teasing him as he turns to go. 


“Believe me. They won’t. And if someone else tries the next 
time l'Il have to ask you to turn your head while | take care 
of it,” he says as he turns back around to go find the cash 
register. 


| replay his words in my mind realizing he’s one hundred 
percent serious about what he just said. 


And l'm ninety-nine percent sure | wouldn’t want to turn my 
head, and I’m not quite sure what to think about that. 


But | am one hundred percent sure about one thing. This is 
going to be the best Halloween ever. 


CHAPTER 12 


Bishop 


| pull into my driveway wanting to take her inside and finish 
what we started at the haunted house. 


But just like it wasn’t right then, it’s not right now. 
But damn it’s not stopping me from thinking about it. 


Or her either. | can see she’s nervous, fidgeting with the 
bottom of those shorts. One second she’s got a white 
knuckle grip on them and the next second she’s smoothing 
them out. 


| want to grab them by the sides and yank them down my 
damn self. No fidgeting, just flicking... my tongue across, 
around, and on top of what’s underneath. 


“Thanks for a really fun evening,” she says as she reaches 
for the handle. 


“I'm getting out too,” | say, reminding myself out loud not to 
grab her and pull her body into mine. 


“Oh,” she says as her hand lingers on the handle as her gaze 
lingers on my lips. 


Suddenly | open my own door and get out. | couldn’t say 
anything even if | would have tried. It would have just come 
out like a hungry groan and I’m not sure | could have 
stopped myself 


But l'Il be claiming her soon enough, | know that with one 
hundred percent certainty. 


And the look in her eye tells me she does too. 

But tonight l'Il conjure up ever ounce of self-discipline | have 
and walk her to her door like a gentleman. She can go 
inside and bask in the glow of our time together and | can go 
spend some time underneath an ice cold shower. 


But no matter what little tricks I try | know none of them will 
work. 


My blood runs hot for her and I will have her. 


Tomorrow. 


CHAPTER 13 


Penelope 


October 31° (the next day - Halloween) 


“You okay,” my classmate Teresa asks me in our morning 
Business Management 101 class. 


“Yeah, I’m fine,” | say. 


“Really, because that’s the third time in a row | just asked 
you,” she says. 


“| was just thinking about what the professor said,” I say, 
trying to hold back a giggle. 


Why? Because I’m not talking about this professor I’m 
talking about Professor Boudreaux, or Bishop as he insists | 
call him. 


“Good, then you can tell me because | missed that last thing 
he said.” 


“He said,” | begin realizing | have no idea what this professor 
said. “Something that will be in the class notes,” | say. 


“Uh huh,” Teresa says. “What’s his name?” 
“Who?” 


“This isn’t veterinarian school, girl. Don’t be acting like an 
owl up in here,” she says and | almost bust out laughing. 


“The guy you met?” 
“Who said | met anyone?” 


“Well, let’s see,” Teresa says. “You were late to class, which 
you never are. You’ve been staring off into space, which you 
never do. And you haven’t taken so much as single note or 
heard one thing the professor said, which you always do. 
So,” she pauses. “l'Il ask again. What’s his name?” 


“Just a man | met here at the university,” | say. 


“A man, huh? Well you must have found the only one then, 
because | haven't seen a single one yet. All I’ve seen area 
bunch of boys and some grown boys who are taking a break 
from the real world to make some money calling themselves 
professors while they mess around most of the day. So if you 
found a real man, please do me a favor.” 


“What’s that?” 
“Ask him if he has a brother” Teresa says. 


“Ladies. Something you’d like to share back there?” the 
professor says. 


“No, we were just discussing the global trade imbalance and 
how an increase in tariffs can affect consumer spending,” | 
Say. 


“Uh huh,” the professor says and the entire class laughs. 
“Well, let’s keep the trade talks down or else l'Il have to ask 


you two to trade seats,” the professor says and then turns 
back to his blackboard and gets back to the lesson. 


But there’s another lesson I’m much more interested in and 
that happens tonight. 


I’m an eager student who’s ready to learn everything Bishop 
has to teach me. 


And hopefully l'Il be both good and bad. Bad so I get 
spanked and have to do it all over again. 


Because having my hands down his pants wasn’t enough. 
Now | need to hold that rock hard cock of his...inside my 
walls as he opens me for the very first time 


CHAPTER 14 


Bishop 


| couldn’t stay focused at all today... at least not on my 
lesson plan. 


| was completely focused on her And while some might say 
that she was becoming a distraction | would say the 
opposite. 


My job was becoming a distraction. 


Why do we work anyways? To have purpose in our life? To 
make money so we can feed our families? 


Well the only family | need right now is her and she gives me 
more purpose and fulfillment than anything or anyone else 
ever has. 


So for the first time in my life my priorities are straight. 


Life isn’t about all the things we think it’s about. It’s about 
that one person that makes you realize why you were put on 
this earth, and the lengths that you will go to make them 
yours. 


| managed to get through my classes today. It wasn’t that 
hard in hindsight. | just brought up the topic of Elon Musk 
smoking week on The Joe Rogan Experience podcast. 


Then | asked the question if drugs are beneficial for creative 
purposes or if the risk is too great, which we saw after Tesla’s 


stock price fell precipitously after the interview aired. 


Tulane is widely regarded as the number one party school in 
the country, named so by numerous publications, so it 
wasn’t hard to find plenty of the boys in class taking the pro- 
drug side. 


Personally, | was disgusted, but I let them say what they had 
to say. 


And then, with only ten minutes left in class | brought up 
another topic. 


Switching gears | threw out the idea that what if the feelings 
you have for another human being are the ultimate drug? 
That which can inspire men to build amazing things like 
bridges and buildings just to impress that one girl that they 
want more than anything in the world. 


Most of the boys predictably dismissed it out of hand 
without giving it much thought. 


The girls in the class grasped onto it right away though. 


But the most interesting dialog was the internal one | was 
having with myself 


Had you asked me that question a week ago I would have 
sided with the boys. Ask me today and I’m clearly on the 
side of the women. 


| feel like I've awakened from a deep sleep... it’s like I’ve 
been sleepwalking through life this entire thirty-eight years, 
and then suddenly... bam! 


She comes along and shows me why I’m here. 


To claim her. To make her mine. And to make a family 
together. 


And that starts tonight at the Halloween party I’ve been 
planning at my house for weeks now. 


At the time | planned it the goal was to get in good with the 
other faculty members so | could eventually get strong 
recommendations when it’s time for me to be considered for 
tenure. 


But now I don’t care. The only person | care about 
impressing is her. 


And she’s the reason I’m throwing the party now, but there’s 
no way I’m letting her come in that Elastigirl costume. 


That thing was too damn sexy. It showed her curves too 
much, and I’m not letting another man see that. Not now 
Not ever 


l'Il take her to a deserted island for a beach holiday if | have 
to. That body is mine and for my eyes only. 


And part of her body is her hair Damn, it turns me on. And 
that costume she had on a couple nights ago did include a 
wig. 


| don’t want to see her in that. | want those long locks of 
hers hanging down to her mid back where | can run my 
hands through them...and give them a tug or two or ten 
when the time is right. 


And the time is going to be right real soon. | had an 
important shopping errand to run before the party, but I got 


it done. | don’t remember ever focusing so much on 
shopping in my life, and certainly not like this. 


In a perfect world I’d have had more time to pick out what | 
wanted, but the world already showed me perfection and 
that perfection is her. 


And | made this purchase because | don’t want to wait 
another second. 


She’s mine and she knows it, but | want the world to know it 
too. 


| want every student on this campus to see that she’s taken. 
And not just the students but the professor...everyone, it 
doesn’t matter 


l'm so damn proud to have her by my side and I’m ready to 
show her off to the world. 


And that’s my plan. 


But | still haven’t figured out a way to tell her dad. 


CHAPTER 15 


Penelope 


Bishop told me last second not to wear my Elastigirl outfit, 
which left me little time to put together a proper costume. 


So | ask myself the question that never fails me. 
What would Audrey Hepburn do? 


And an hour later | have a makeshift black lace mask and an 
outfit that resembles hers from the 1966 heist classic How to 
Steal a Million. 


The mask isn’t perfect and there aren’t eyeholes, but that 
will add to the mystery. 


And | have just the perfect black dress with lace sleeves to 
go with it. 


So I’m very well covered, which will make Bishop happy, yet 
my arms will feel sexy and mysterious as will my face as | 
doubt anyone will be able to guess who | am. 


Then again this party will mostly be professors only, so | 
won’t have to worry about any boys that might be in my 
classes showing up there tonight. 


| step outside of my apartment building and the first thing | 
hear is music coming from Bishop’s house. There are people 
standing outside drinking and seemingly having a good 
time. 


| like the look of this already. 


I’m not used to a “grown-up” type of party. Some of the 
costumes are fun and some are very elaborate. There’s 
everything from a simple plastic mask you can buy at the 
store for a few dollars all the way up to perfect Beetlejuice 
costumes, complete with all the makeup, and other 
elaborate outfits. And of course there’s the requisite Johnny 
Depp Pirates of the Caribbean outfit and a few Oompa 
Loompas as well. 


Wow. I’m very impressed. 


And | know I’m going to be impressed when | find my real 
life Captain America. 


And the time to start looking is now 


CHAPTER 16 


Bishop 


| move through the crowd at my place like a lion on the 
Savannah as | stalk her. 

But I’m not looking for the slowest gazelle to take down. 1’ 
looking for the other alpha. The female alpha. 


m 


The one I want to take to my bedroom and take on a family 
with. 


| pull at the hood of my outfit. The material is fine, but I’m 
so damn hot inside it thinking about her and what she might 
be wearing. 


| told her nothing revealing. That body is mine and only 
mine. 


And I’m playing fair because my costume does show my 
muscles, but I’ve got a shield which | can use to cover 
myself up and shield me from the unwanted attention I’m 
getting from the female professors, and even a few of the 


guys. 


I’ve never played these dress-up games but I’m more than 
ready to get undressed, with her. 


But she’s not here yet. | would know if she was. 


I’ve been eyeing that front door constantly and also the area 
out front of my house where guests are congregating, 


drinking, and having a blast. 


And l'm going to blast myself later But my kind of blast is a 
baby making blast, with her. 


| wish | hadn’t planned this shindig. | wish these people 
were gone and it was just the two of us on the couch 
watching a scary movie or something. 


And then suddenly | see her Her shape is unmistakable. It’s 
been imprinted on my mind for forty-eight hours now and 
it’s going to stay there for well over the next forty-eight 
years. | won’t ever forget the way she looked when I saw her 
all grown up for the first time. 


| move towards her quickly, practically knocking over my 
guests and their drinks. 


They're drunk anyways. They won’t remember this come 
morning, but what we’re going to share tonight we're going 
to remember forever. 


“Hey there, Captain America,” she says. 

“Good evening, Miss Universe,” | say. 

She smiles. “Hardly Did you know they have ‘factories’ that 
produce those girls down in places like Venezuela? They 
have them eating only cans of tuna and riding exercise bikes 
half the day and the other half undergoing waxing and 
cosmetic surgeries. | can’t bel—“ 


| bring my finger to her lips silencing her. 


“| don’t care about some girls down in Venezuela or any 
other country, or city, or town for that matter. The only girl | 


care about is the one standing in front of me. And if Captain 
America says she’s Miss Universe then she’s Miss Universe. 
Are we clear?” 


“Crystal,” she says with a smile and damn | want that smile 
all for myself. It may be dark out but | swear that thing is 
like a comet in the night sky, providing light and sparking 
my imagination. The ways | want to kiss her are just as 
endless as the comets in a meteor shower. 


And do I ever want to shower her with kisses, and a whole lot 
more. And in the shower would be a great place to start. 


| lean in and put my hands on her hips, as she comes up on 
her tiptoes and we kiss. 


Damn, there’s that spark again shooting clear through me all 
the way to my core. 


She got me again just like she does every time. 


“Bishop, are you kissing a student?” Stan, one of the 
accounting professors at the business school asks in a very 
accusatory tone. 


| turn to him and literally snarl like someone’s stepped in- 
between a lion and his pride. I’m damn proud to be with her 
and he can go and fuck off if he doesn’t like it. 


“You come to my house. You drink my alcohol. You have the 
time of your life and then you question what I’m doing with 
the woman I’m going to spend the rest of my life with... 
Star? Well, I’ve got a question for you. Do you want to get 
the fuck off my property right now on your own accord, or do 
you want me to throw you head first into the street.” 


“J. Uum... m... sor—“ 


“Save it for someone who gives a shit. You’ve got three 
seconds to decide. Three.” 


| don’t even get two out as his plastic cup drops from his 
hand as he darts across my lawn and down the street. 


“Now. Where were we?” | ask turning back to her. 


She looks shocked, but I don’t have time to think about what 
just happened. | only want to think of her 


And when | lean in slowly and stop just short of her lips | can 
feel her expression change as | feel her breath on my lips as 
her mouth parts slightly telling me she’s already forgot what 
just happened and her mind is right back where it belongs... 
on me. 


And mine is on her as it has been since the moment | saw 
her. 


We kiss again and I take her by the hand and lead her into 
the house. 


I’m done losing time. 


It’s time to make her mine. 


CHAPTER 17 


Penelope 


“If I told you the things | want to do to you they would scare 
you to death.” 


“Isn’t that what Halloween is for?” | ask as he enters his 
bedroom and kicks the door closed behind him locking it. 
“Maybe | want to be a little scared, as long as there’s a treat 
at the end.” 


“You're the treat. I’ve already imagined how sweet you taste 
and | can’t wait any longer to not have to imagine it any 
more. | want the real thing. | want you. All of you.” 


“Take me, Bishop,” | say the words coming right out. “I’ve 
been waiting for this...wanting this. | don’t want to wait 
anymore. | can’t. Take me however you want to take me. 
Make me yours.” 


He sits me down on the bed and moves over to his dresser. | 
take the moment to check him out from behind and then 
take in his bedroom. The walls have an interesting design 
that perfectly fits with the French vibe that New Orleans 
has. | love his place. It’s so interesting and most important 
of all he’s here. 


And | could very easily see myself living right here with him. 
I'd cancel my lease the minute the leasing office opened 
tomorrow if he wanted. 


He opens the dresser drawer and then stops, quickly sliding 
out of his Captain America costume and into a pair of black 
denim jeans...no shirt, no shoes, but oh am I ready to get 
serviced...or service him. 


His hand goes into the dresser drawer and then he pulls 
something out, keeping his hand wrapped tight around 
whatever it is he has. It must be something incredibly 
important if it was in his dresser drawer. 


He closes the drawer quickly and spins around just as fast 
before taking one step towards me hovering over me. 


Until he’s on a knee in front of me with his hand open and a 
little black velvet box in his palm. 


He pops the lid and there sits the most beautiful diamond 
I’ve ever seen. And the ring...oh my god. 


Suddenly | feel him take my hand and | look up and into his 
eyes. 


Even as | sit on the bed and with him on a knee his line of 
sight is still level with mine. 


“Pumpkin. All these years you were right there in front of 
me, hiding in plain sight. Well, now that you’re a young 
woman you can’t hide from me anymore. I’ve never wanted 
something so much in my life as | want you. It may be only 
two days since this started, but we both know this started a 
lifetime ago. You were put on this earth for me and me 
alone. And when | see you | know that with absolute 
conviction. And | also see a future. | see children. | see us 
enjoying every second together even when we're old and 
gray. And even when that day comes you'll still be the most 


beautiful woman this world has ever seen, and you'll still be 
mine. You'll always be mine. Be my wife,” he says. 


He’s right, this does seem to be happening fast but this 
moment has been brewing strong for a couple years and 
now the pot is boiling over And I believe him when he says | 
was put on this earth for him because | know with absolute 
certainty that he was put on this earth for me. 


“Yes,” | say. “Yes!” 


He slides the ring on my finger and my hands go to his face, 
just as his hands go to mine. 


We pull each other in tight and kiss hard. 
Our hard romantic kiss quickly turns passionate. 


“I’m a Southern gentleman, Penelope and we Southerners 
still do things right. | put that ring on your finger because | 
want you more than anything. And now that you’ve agreed 
to be mine, well...l’m not going to be able to bea 
gentleman. Not right now I’ve never been this happy in my 
entire life and | can’t control what’s next. 


“Don’t. | don’t want a gentleman. | want you. Raw and 
uncaged.” 


Suddenly he’s standing and he lifts me off the bed with him. 


| realize my mask is still on and I go to remove it. | can’t 
believe | just got used to looking through it. 


“No,” he says. “Leave it on.” He grabs my hands and spins 
me around as he pushes my front against the wall. 


It’s not hard, but it’s just rough enough for me to feel the 
passion and damn do l like it. 


| feel his lips on my neck before I hear his teeth bite down on 
the zipper of my dress as he takes it all the way down with 
his mouth! 


Now | know exactly what he was talking about when he said 
he wasn’t going to be able to be a gentleman. When | told 
him raw and uncaged he took it literally. 


Good. 


My dress falls to the floor then he takes one foot after the 
other taking my shoes off quickly and just like that I’m in my 
bra and high-waisted undergarments. 


He spins us around together and pulls my back into his 
chest, this time with his back against the wall. 


The fingers on his left hand find my black bra strap and he 
raises it off my shoulder | immediately feel the spot where 
it was against my skin, but not anymore. 


His right hand knives into my hair as he pulls on it, bringing 
my head back and opening my neck a bit on the other side 
as | look up at him and his dark features. 


“You said uncaged,” he whispers into my ear. | feel his 
stubble brush against my cheek and my neck. 


“Uncaged,” | repeat. 
| feel his hand along my skin as he brings my bra down 


along the side of my arm and then he quickly scissors his 
fingers at the clasp, freeing me of the garment. He reaches 


around and pulls it forward and off and just as it hits the 
floor his left hand finds my chest as he covers both my 
breasts with a single hand as the tug from his right hand in 
my hair intensifies, pulling my neck to the side as he kisses 
me right underneath my ear. 


Not one minute ago he was on the floor proposing to me and 
now he’s devouring me. 


The contrast is startling and has me dripping wet with both 
excitement, pleasure, and equally as important the pleasure 
that’s about to come. 


He kisses across my collarbone as he kneads my breast. He 
finds my nipple and rolls it gently between his fingers and | 
feel it elongating, pebbling, waiting to be taken into his 
mouth... waiting to feel in drag across his skin as we make 
body to body contact as he slides across the top of me as he 
enters me with his cock for the first time. 


| reach back with both hands frantically grabbing a hold of 
his cock and stroking him as his long rod pokes me in the 
ass. 


“Fuck, you're so big,” | say. 


“You did this to me, and you’re the one who’s going to feel 
the consequences,” he says into my ear from behind. 


“Good. Hold me fully responsible,” | say “And hold me 
down if you have to... if it doesn’t fit.” 


“Damn, you’re a naughty girl aren’t you?” 


“Your naughty girl. Only yours.” 


“That’s right and that ring on your finger proves it to the 
world,” he says. “And now I’m going to show you what it 
means to be mine. 


Suddenly he spins me around and then his arms find my 
waist stopping my movement as he pulls me in close, chest 
to chest before he lifts me high. 


| feel myself flying through the air before suddenly | land on 
my back on the bed, bouncing a couple inches above the 
mattress like it’s a fluffy cloud. 


“Oh my god,” | say. 
“You want to do that again, don’t you?” 
“Yes!” | say. 


“Not until | do this first,” he says as he walks toward me with 
his shoulders taking turns swinging in my direction like he’s 
some kind of primal hunter that’s coming to claim the prey 
he’s wounded. 


But I’m not wounded at all. | want to be caught. And I want 
to be devoured. 


When he reaches the oversized bed, which must be a 
California King or even bigger, he grabs me by the panties 
and slides my body back toward him. 


When my ass finds the edge of the bed | grab ahold of the 
ultra-soft, down comforter stopping my movement, but one 
thing sure doesn’t stop. 


My panties, which slide clean off before he tosses them to 
the side as he raises my legs high. 


He takes an ankle in each hand and kisses his way down the 
inside of my right calf, stopping at the side of my knee to 
make eye contact before he continues down the inside of my 
thigh. 


“Oh god, Bishop. Yes,” | moan as I thrust my back into the 
bed and hold onto that comforter for dear life. 


The teasing and tormenting is killing me as he nears my sex. 


| feel my forearms tighten and my fingers dig into the 
mattress as he gets closer and closer until he kisses just 
around the outside of my folds. 


| know I’m a big wet mess and | don’t care. 


All | care about is feeling this pleasure he’s about to give 
me, and the anticipation that’s beyond a fever pitch that 
he’s already provided. 


“Now it’s time for a grown man to have a real treat,” he 
says. “My fucking treat.” 


His tongue flicks my clit and my eyes squeeze and | clench 
my teeth. 


“Oh yeah. Right there,” | get the words out but they’re 
barely decipherable. 


But this man doesn’t need any help as he knows just which 
buttons to press as he pushes his tongue right into my bud 
which drives me absolutely wild to the point | feel like I’m 
already ready to finish. 


But just as quickly as he gave me pleasure he takes it away 
and | lunge my pelvis forward grinding my opening into his 
jaw, making a wet mess of his face for Sure. 


“You taste so damn good,” he says in-between licks and a 
couple hissing sounds as he sucks in my juices. 


“Fuck, this is the most incredible...oh fuck!” he says not able 
to finish his sentence. 


| feel a single digit slide inside me and my pussy tries to 
keep it, but | can’t. He’s too big and too strong. 


“This is how fucking amazing you taste,” he says as he 
brings his finger up to my mouth and rubs it across my lips. 


I’m not sure what to do at first, but the feel of that thick 
finger at my lips makes me realize | just might have an oral 
fixation. My head slides forward as my mouth opens and | 
take his finger into my mouth and then pull my head back, 
sucking his finger clean. 


| move my head forward again onto his finger as if I’m 
blowing it and at the same time he slides two finger inside 
me in rhythm to my sucking. 


His tongue goes back to my clit as his fingers make a come 
hither motion inside me before he slides them in and out 
again before keeping them in and pressing his palm hard to 
my hole as he licks my clit clean. 


“Uh,” | moan and feel my teeth almost bite down on his 
finger, but | catch myself at the last second. 


“You ready to see what happens when | please you,” he asks 
and | wonder if he’s lost his fucking mind, because he’s 


already pleasing me out of mine. 
“Uh huh,” | mumble with his finger in my mouth. 


He slides a second digit into my mouth and then he starts 
moving his fingers in and out of my mouth as his two fingers 
below fuck me silly, his palm slapping against my opening 
each time as he continues to feast on my femininity. 


“Oh my god. Oh fuck, Bishop. Oh fuck,” | say as he enters 
both holes in quick rhythm and my mouth and my pussy try 
and keep up but there’s no way. 


He’s too fast and too powerful and I’m too wet, my 
lubrication allowing him to take me in two places at the 
same time. 


“I'm,” | moan but can’t finish my words, | feel a wave wash 
over the inside of me as my stomach tightens and my thighs 
tremble and | know I’m damn near ready to finish something 
else. 


My thighs slam shut like a trap against his skull and | jerk up 
in the bed as | unload all over his face as my eyes open wide 
as saucers as | gasp for air like | just saw a ghost. 


But what I really saw was a flash of white light and then the 
ceiling spinning as a euphoria washes over me and then my 
juices come spilling out and over his tongue and down his 
throat. 


| look down at his head below as he cleans me up like his 
face is a dishrag, moving in all directions. 


He removes his face from me and | see his entire forehead 
and cheeks glistening from my juices as his cheeks glow red 


from the heat of what just happened plus my stubble down 
there which may have rubbed his skin raw. 


“Fuck!” he yells. “You are damn delicious,” he says 
practically diving on top of me and kissing me like his life 
depends on it. 


“My turn,” | say, reaching for his cock and trying to slide out 
from underneath him. 


“Not yet.” 
“Why?” | say with a long puppy dog face. 


“Because the first one goes inside you.” 


CHAPTER 18 


Bishop 


My mind is spinning so hard right now and my cock is 
throbbing so viciously | don’t Know which way is up. 


But | damn sure know which way is in. 


As in inside her, which is exactly where the fuck I’m going to 
bury my rock hard rod right now. 


| place the tip at her opening as | mount her. 


“| can’t do foreplay now. | can’t do romance. | can only do 
what my body needs, and that is you,” | say as | finally 
remove that black lace mask from her eyes. 


“| need you too,” she says wiggling her hips as she tries to 
will herself onto my rod, but I pull my hips back, making her 
wait until she truly understands what’s coming next. 


“There’s no going back, Pumpkin. This is it. Once I enter 
you l'Il become a wild man and I’m not stopping for 
anything.” 


“| want that.” 
“I’m going to go and go and go and | mean fill you with my 


seed so deep it’s still dripping out of you in class the middle 
of next week... if you can even walk by then.” 


“Oh my god,” she says. “I want to feel that. Make me feel 
alive. | want it all.” 


“Then that’s what you’re going to get,” | say and I rock my 
hips forward filling her entirely. 


“Uh,” she whimpers. 


“You okay?” | say realizing my need for her got the most of 
me. 


“Uh huh. More. | want more.” 


| rock my hips back and enter her fully again and | watch as 
her eyes close and her mouth open as a euphoric look takes 
over her face. 


Which causes a euphoric feeling to take over my body. 


| cock my hips back and fill her again and | lose control 
again. 


| grab her by the hips and flip her over while my cock is still 
buried inside her | just helicopter her legs as | take hold of 
her hips and feel my hips thrust into her ass from the 
behind. | think back to that first time | saw her in that 
Elastigirl outfit and how her bubble butt looked so perfect 
and how badly | wanted it. 


Well I’ve got it now and damn is it even better in real life. 


Watching it absorb the impact of my thrusts and then it 
ripple right before my eyes because of what I’m doing to her. 


“Uh,” she moans on all fours as she takes everything | have 
to give. 


| lean forward and thrust with my gluteus and not my hips 
allowing me to feel her back against my chest as my hand 
comes up and massages her throat. 


My finger finds her mouth and she hungrily takes it again, 
sucking on it from the front as | fuck her from behind. 


The scene is too much and I’m about to lose it already. 


She does that to me. She just gets inside me and possesses 
every part of me, as she should. 


It might not seem healthy, but it’s an obsession that I’m 
absolutely addicted to. Something that makes me feel more 
alive than anything. 

But | won’t finish in this position. No fucking way. 


| grab her hips again and flip her right over onto her back. 


“Uh,” she moans at the gymnastics routine I’m seemingly 
putting her through. 


“| want to look in your eyes while | fill you with my seed. | 
want to see what I do to you when | claim you.” 


“Yes,” she says. 

“But I’m going to c...come..” 

Hearing her say the words pushes me over the edge. | thrust 
three more times in under a second and then feel my balls 


pull up as her pussy clamps down on my dick with a vice 
grip as | erupt like a dormant volcano inside her, throwing 


my hot gift everywhere inside her as | feel her cover my rod 
in a warmth of her own. 


“Oh fuck, baby,” | say just before a second round hits me 
and then another aftershock and another as her pussy milks 
me bone dry. 

| feel another tremble from her and she tries to open her 
mouth to make a sound but nothing comes out as she 
shutters again. 


And just like that | fall flat on top of her unable to catch 
myself or even think of lifting myself up right now. 


| feel my chest heaving on top of hers and | can’t tell who’s 
having a tougher time catching their breath. 


“What just happened?” she says and then suddenly starts 
giggling, which makes me swell with pride 


“You've been claimed, woman. Forever.” 


She taps me on the nose with her finger “Are you able to 
get up and get me a glass of water?” she asks. 


“Can you give me a second? | need to catch my breath.” 
“Good, | didn’t want it anyways.” 

“Huh? Why did you ask then?” 

“Just to confirm what | already knew.” 

“Which is?” 


“That you've been claimed too.” 


CHAPTER 19 


Bishop 


“Let me get rid of everybody,” | say to Penelope after | finish 
getting dressed after our bedroom behavior got steamy in 
the shower. 


“You sure you don’t want to show your face a bit more?” she 
asks. 


| take her face in my hands. “The only face I want to see is 
yours,” | say and | give her a soft, intimate kiss and feel my 
cock spring back to life immediately... again. 


“Okay,” she says softly as | step out of my bedroom and into 
the living room. 


| inhale deep ready to whistle and get started with my, 
“Listen up, you've got five minutes to clear out of here,” 
speech, but just before | get the whistle out a huge pink 
fluffy rabbit jumps right in front of me. 


“Bishop!” 


I’m still a little bit out of it after the mind blowing sex we just 
had, the proposal, and my desire to go right back in there 
but this time to really make love to her. To explore every 
inch of her body as we explore a deeper connection 
physically as well as mentally. 


“Hey?” | say wondering who in the hell this is. | don’t 
immediately recognize the voice. 


“| almost forgot, but | saw your postcard invitation on the 
fridge and | grabbed this costume yesterday and came down 
right after | got off work today.” 

Oh shit 


“Hey Peter Glad you could make it, bro,” | say... to 
Penelope’s dad. 


“Thanks man. First time I’ve been down to your new spot. 
You gonna give me the tour?” 


This isn’t getting any better 

“Yeah, sure, but there are a lot of people here right now. 
What’s up with your costume?” | ask trying to change the 
subject and probably being way too obvious about it. 
“l'm a Rabbit Raider Get it?” 

“A what?” 


“A Rabbit Raider From the game Fortnite. You know man. 
Surely you've played it.” 


“That’s some sort of video game?” 
“Yeah. Those things are bigger than actual real sports now. 
ESPN even put a gamer on their cover last month for the 


first time.” 


“Video gaming is considered a sport?” | literally scratch my 
head. 


“Yeah. An e-sport.” 


“Man if you can smoke a cigarette or eat Cheetos while you 
do it it doesn’t qualify as a sport. | thought that was a 
known rule. That’s why golf isn’t a sport either Neither is 
bowling.” 


“Golf’s a sport.” 


“Golf's a leisure activity, not that | would know much about 
it. Never played. And I haven’t played a video game since | 
was...| don’t know. Maybe twelve.” 


Peter goes on to tell me how the idea came about. He was 
thinking Peter Rabbit than Rabbit Raider. 


Whatever 


All | see is a grown man in a pink hoodie suit with bunny 
ears. He’s even wearing pink gloves and pink bunny 
sandals. 


“What’s are those things attached to that blue strap around 
your chest?” 


“These? Pink colored egg grenades.” 
“And that?” | ask with a very concerned look. 
“Pastel blue bunny-modified hockey mask.” 


“| was just about to guess that.” And now | don’t have to 
guess why | overhear so many girls talking about how hard it 
is to find a good guy these days. Damn, Peter is my best 
friend but if guys in fluffy pink bunny suits are in charge of 
raising the “men” of the next generation then the girls are 
gonna be seriously lacking for choices. 


But | don’t care at all about that. l'Il worry about that if and 
when it’s time for my daughter or daughters, unless all ten 
of the children we’re going to have are boys, start dating. 


I’ve got the only woman | want and I’m set for life. The ring 
on her finger proves it. 


“When did you get here?” 


“Just a minute ago. Didn’t see you outside, or what | 
guessed you’d be dressed as, so | came inside. Where’s your 
costume by the way?” 


“|... took it off awhile ago. | was about to shut—“ 


“The host can’t not have a costume on! Come on, man. 
Party foul to the max. Slide that sucker back on and let me 
see what you chose.” 


“I was actually about to—“ 


“Come on, dude! | drove four hours to get here. It’s almost 
three hundred miles. You’re not gonna tell me that you’re 
tired now and you want to go to bed are you.” 


| need to get out of this one, and do it fast. But he’s gota 
point. If | try and get rid of everybody now it’s going to look 
too obvious. Plus he’ll be angry and will probably want to sit 
on the couch drinking beers for half the night. If | let the 
guests stay at least they can provide a sort of cover and | 
can alert Penelope to what’s going on and I can lure her dad 
somewhere and she can slide out without being detected. 


That’s my only option and Peter, or Peter Rabbit or whatever 
the hell he is, has actually given me the perfect way out of 


this. 
If only he knew. 


“Okay, man. You’re right. Just stay right here and let me go 
back inside my room and put on my costume and surprise 
you.” 


“That’s your room? | thought that was the coat room?” 
“Nope. I’m not making that tenured professor salary yet.” 


“Well I’m glad | didn’t go in there after all. | was about to go 
drop my keys in there somewhere since I’m ready to toss 
back some beers and there’s no way I’m driving out of here 
tonight. | was gonna ask if it’s cool if | crash on your couch 
by the way?” 


Is someone playing a trick on me? It is Halloween after all 
and | definitely already had my treat... that’s for sure. 


But what’s also for sure is that | want a lot more of that treat, 
and Peter’s unknowingly stopping me from it. It’s like he has 
some sort of daughter radar. Like his dad gene senses when 
his daughter’s doing something her father wouldn’t approve 
of I try not to laugh at the crazy thought and realize | just 
need to go with this and not get, or especially act upset or 
he’s going to figure out something’s wrong. 


Not to mention who am I to be upset? The guy is my best 
friend and here | am doing things with his daughter behind 
his back. 


Penelope and | are both adults and what we do is our 
decision, but still...as my best friend the last thing | need is 
for him to find out about it through the grapevine 


“Couch is all yours, buddy,” | say giving him a high five. 
“Now let me just slip into that costume and surprise the hell 
out of you.” 


“Now we're talking!” 


| feel a tap on my shoulder and then an arm wrap around 
me. 


“| borrowed one of your T-shirts. | hope you don’t mind,” she 
says. 


Oh shit. 
Even with the hockey mask on I look at ol’ Roger Rabbit, or 
whatever the heck his costume is, work through the mental 


math of this one. 


| see his eyes dart down to Penelope and then back up to me 
and finally back to her. 


“Why is that big bunny staring at me?” she asks, and | feel 
her breasts press into my back as she slides her body from 
behind me. 


“This big bunny is your fucking father ” 


CHAPTER 20 


Penelope 


Just when you think you’ve seen it all life reminds you just 
how crazy it can get. 


My dad, in his fluffy bunny suit with the hockey mask lunges 
at a man who was in a Captain America costume about an 
hour and a half ago. 


And just as expected Captain America quickly gets the 
bunny in a headlock before it starts trying to throw 
haymakers from around the side. 


But it’s no use. 


Bishop is just way too big and too strong for my dad and to 
be honest it’s a complete embarrassment for me, but not 
exactly in the way | was expecting. 


The other party guest in the house step back and watch the 
mayhem unfold. 


“Everybody out!” Bishop yells at deep octave that would 
make Barry White jealous. “Now!” 


How he projects his voice at such a low pitch is beyond me, 
but he sure does and it sure works. 


The crowd disperses quickly as Bishop guides my dad onto 
the couch, still keeping him wrapped up, but not ina 
headlock thank god. 


Bishop’s behind him and has my dad’s arms pulled back as 
Bishop’s arms go in front of my dad and then his hands lock 
behind my dad’s head. It looks like something a policeman 
would do to submit a suspect, and | suspect the rest of my 
life just got a lot more complicated. 


A few seconds later everyone is out of the house and onto 
the front lawn, but thankfully they’re not loitering. They’re 
still in a bit of shock but also deciding where to go next. 


“I’m going to let you go if you don’t try anything crazy,” he 
Says. 


“Crazy? Sticking your dick in my eighteen-year-old 
daughter isn’t crazy?” 


“Peter,” he begins. 


“Fuck you, Bishop. Oh wait... you probably already got 
fucked tonight. Let me guess, my daughter beat me too it.” 


“Don’t disrespect my woman,” Bishop says and | see his 
mood change from annoyed with my dad to absolutely 
pissed the fuck off. 


His grip tightens sending my dad’s head forward with his 
chin buried in his chest. 


“You say another bad thing about my woman and l'Il make it 
so you can’t speak at all. You understand me?” 


My dad mumbles something totally incomprehensible. 


“This is your daughter you’re talking about. Your flesh and 
blood. And what happened between us just happened and 


it happened fast. | was going to tell you and I’m sorry you 
had to find out this way. It’s not perfect, but life never is. 
But dammit Peter, don’t go coming into my house and 
talking like that. Hell, don’t be talking about like that 
anywhere. If | hear you are our friendship is over.” 


My dad hasn’t tried to squirm since Bishop pressed his chin 
into his chest. I’m not sure if he wants to or not, but in that 
position | think any kind of squirming is only going to 
provide futile, and only result in more of a stiff neck in the 
morning. 


“I’m going to take my hands off you and you’re going to act 
like a gentleman now or you can leave,” Bishop says and 
slowly lets my father loose. 


My dad takes a step forward and turns back to face us both. 
As he rubs his neck he stares at Bishop like he’s shooting 
lasers right through him. 


And he gives me a look like I’ve never seen. He looks at me 
like I’m the biggest disappointment on planet earth and as 
much as | try and let it slide off my back, | can’t. It hits me 
like a ton of bricks and | feel the tears forming. 


My dad walks right out the front door and | hear an engine 
fire up. 


“Has he been drinking?” 


“No. I’d stop him if he had. He just got here and he was 
ready to drink, but no...he hadn’t started yet.” 


Suddenly everything just overwhelms me and I run back 
into Bishop’s room and throw myself face first onto the bed. 


| notice the ring on my hand and realize the thing that’s 
supposed to signify the happiest part of my life is causing 
me all kinds of pain | would never wish on anyone. 


Family is the most important thing in life and it looks like 
mine just might be turning its back on me right at the 
moment | win the heart of the only man I want to start a 
family with. 


This is not how this day was supposed to end. 


CHAPTER 21 


Penelope 


November 1° (the next day) 


| guess it’s no strange coincidence that I’m in a city known 
for black magic and voodoo on a day that falls right in the 
middle of Dia de Los Muertos, or Day of the Dead as it’s 
known in English which runs from October 31st to November 
2nd. 


I’ve been dragging a bit all morning. 

I’m partially tired because | was up all night celebrating our 
engagement, but now that it’s light out and I’m on my way 
home from class by myself I’m thinking more about my 
family and how things went down with my dad. 


Bishop texted me after class and asked me to come by his 
place first for a surprise. 


Considering how awesome his surprise was last night he 
didn’t have to ask me twice. 


As | arrive at his front door | knock, knowing at some point in 
the future | may not have to. 


“One second,” he says and literally a second later the door 
come flying open and his arms fly open too. 


| melt into him in a big hug. 


“How was your morning?” 

“Good so far,” | say When I’m in his arms all the troubles 
just fade away. | may have been thinking about things on 
the walk over from my last class for the week, but all those 
thoughts are gone now. 

“Good and only getting better,” he says. 


“What did you do?” | say as | give him a wink, Knowing he’s 
been up to something good. 


“Come on in and see for yourself,” he says. 

And the minute | step inside the first thing | notice is the 
three framed pictures | had in my apartment are now sitting 
on the mantle above the fireplace. 

And that’s not all. 

All my things that were on display in my apartment are now 
on display over here. I’m not sure how, but somehow he 
made them fit. And they don’t look out of place or anything. 
“You...” 

“Moved you in. Yep.” 

“Wow. Okay,” I say taking everything in. I’m not sure if | 
should ask him if he was planning on asking me or just be 
happy that he literally did everything, and did it all in a 
single morning. 


“How did you find the energy to do all this?” | ask. 


“It was the easiest thing I’ve ever done.” 


“Really? You're not tired after last night?” 


“Nope, because every time | carried something over all | 
thought about was how much closer I was to having you 
completely moved in and living with me and with my mind 
focused on that | could have moved mountains.” 


“| see.” 


“But you didn’t have much anyways, so it was quick and 
easy.” 


“Don’t you think this is too fast?” | ask, but I’m not sure why. 
“Not at all. And more importantly | gave your apartment a 
good look over, including the structure. | think there’s been 
some water damage in there. It might have come from 
Hurricane Katrina and then they just painted over it and 
tried their best to get out the smell.” 

“Is that legal?” 

“No idea. Not sure what they’re covering up. And I’m not 
one hundred percent sure that’s the case so I’m not going to 
go pointing any fingers. But I do know that place wasn’t fit 
fora queen. My queen.” 

“Thank you,” | say and | move in closer and give him a hug. 
“Does that mean your place has water damage too?” 


“The previous structure here was demolished after the 
hurricane. This place is brand new.” 


“Really? How old is it?” 


“Ten years exactly. Katrina was at the end of August back in 
2005.” 


“Two thousand five?” 

“Exactly. Time flies. Another reason why | want you in here 
right away. It’s easy to look up one day and wonder where 
all the days went. And | know with complete certainty that | 
want to spend them all with you.” 

“How could | ever be angry at you?” 

“You were angry?” 

“No, but l'Il have to admit | was shocked at first.” 

“We're engaged. It’s way better for you to live in a house 
than an apartment, not to mention have more room and | 
made you a room where you can study. A place you can be 
alone to focus, read books, or even just think.” 


“Really?” 


“Yep. Let me show you,” he says as he takes my hand and 
excitedly shows me the room, which is absolutely perfect. 


“So this is my room, huh?” 

“Yes and no.” 

“No?” 

“I'll never bother you when you need time to yourself. IIl 


always respect that even though | really do want to spend all 
the time | have together. But there’s no mine and yours 


here. Everything is ours. That means I want you to feel at 
home right away. You never need to ask to use anything or 
do anything. And you never need to knock on the door 
again.” 


He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a set of keys, which 
he hands to me. 


“| don’t know what to say?” | say. 
“Say you want a cup of coffee.” 


“A cup of coffee?” I say “That sure sounds nice right about 
now, but why would | say that?” 


“Because | have plans for us today.” 
“Plans?” 


“Like | said. | want you by my side and | don’t want to miss 
one minute of enjoying our life together.” 


“Okay. Better make my coffee a double. | want to keep up 
with what you’ve got going on,” | say, teasing him about his 
energy level. 


| give him a big hug and | can literally feel his heart beating 
against my chest. 


I’m not sure who’s more excited about me moving in. Him or 
me? 


And I’m very excited. 


And that’s just another reason you know when you've found 
your true love. 


He loves doing things for me that show just how much he 
loves me and cares for me. 


And that’s why what we have will last forever, even if our 
relationship isn’t traditional or “age-appropriate” in some 
people’s eyes. 


Life is too short to care what other people think. I’d rather 
be happy myself and focus on laughter and love. 


And I’ve found both, and a whole lot more, now that we’ve 
found each other... forever 


CHAPTER 22 


Penelope 


“Cheers,” we both say together as | take a sip of my Shirley 
Temple and he takes a sip of his bourbon on Bourbon Street. 


“You know | almost didn’t answer the door the night you 
came by with that little girl,” Bishop says. 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, my first thought was to pour myself another glass of 
bourbon and just ignore whoever it was. Then | thought to 
myself it might be some college boys and if | don’t go see 
them off they might cause trouble.” 


“| caused trouble alright,” | say. 
“A lot of trouble. You sure did,” he jokes. 


| stare into his eyes as the sweet sounds of Louis Armstrong 
blend into Harry Connick Junior which then segues right into 
Sweet Emma Barrett on her piano. 


| swear | could do this the rest of my life. Just relax at the 
end of an incredible day listening to New Orleans born and 
bred jazz legends do their thing... while sitting in the French 
Quarter of New Orleans no less. 


And before we popped in for a drink we took the Steamboat 
Natchez Jazz Dinner Cruise. Bishop even struck up a 
conversation with one of their Dukes of Dixieland band 


members and he took us down into the engine room in- 
between sets. 


Apparently the engine down there that powers the 
steamboat is the original one from 1929. 


“They don’t make ‘em like they used to,” the man said. 

“No they don’t,” | replied as | looked up at my real man. 
Bishop made a remark about how our love would outlast the 
engine to which the band dedicated their rendition of Fats 
Domino’s “It’s You | Love” to us. 

I’m not sure if by that short conversation we all had the 
band member got enough insight into our relationship to 
read into it, but | found the first line to really hit home 

No matter what the people say, we'll do things our way. 
And the song moved at a fast clip so we both looked at each 
and jumped up and had our first dance, much to the delight 


of the band and the other diners. 


And as that song ended the band moved right into Louis 
Armstrong and Ella Fitzgerald’s “Our Love Is Here to Stay.” 


And then we responded with our first slow dance. 


For a big man who claims he has no dancing experience he 
sure Is light on his feet and the perfect dance partner. 


And already the perfect life partner. 


“So, you've planned out this day perfectly,” | say. “I was just 
wondering what else you have planned?” 


| place my hand over his and intertwine my fingers as best | 

can in his. It still blows my mind how much thicker his digits 
are and how much space they create in-between my fingers. 

“Well, as | remember we had a bet.” 

“A bet?” | ask. 

“From the pumpkin patch, Pumpkin.” 

“That’s right!” I say. “I totally forgot.” 

“Believe me, | didn’t. And I’m ready for some pumpkin pie.” 


“I think | can whip one up before bed,” | say. 


“Good, because nothing goes with pumpkin pie like whipped 
cream.” 


“Check please,” | say and we both laugh. 
Bishop throws down onto the table more than enough to 


cover both our drinks and provide what would be considered 
a generous tip and we hastily make our way to the exit. 


CHAPTER 23 


Bishop 


| grab one of my simple dining room chairs and flip it 
around, placing my forearms across the top of the chair as | 
sit in it in reverse fashion. 


| steeple my fingers and place the tips of my index fingers 
just under my lower lip and wait. 


Out of the pantry she comes. 


“World’s sexiest chef is right,” | say in reference to her apron 
which thankfully is about two sizes too small. 


| think it might be almost as tight as that Elastigirl 
Halloween costume. 


But there’s a big difference. The sides of her breasts are 
clearly visible from the front and when she turns sideways to 
reach for something high up in the cupboard I get a clear 
shot of a whole lotta sideboob. 


“| thought this was going to be fun, but this is gonna be 
torture,” | say. 


“Well if you don’t want to wait on Pumpkin’s pumpkin pie 
you can always have cherry pie... right away.” 


“It’s ready to eat isn’t it?” 


“Always,” she says in a sultry voice as she turns back to her 
mixing bowl before looking back over her shoulder and 
giving me a wink. 


Causing me to promptly form a fist which | proceed to bite 
down on. “Uh,” | moan, not in pain but in agony of having 
what | want right in front of me but not being able to taste 
it... yet. 


And l'm not talking about the pumpkin pie. 


She goes up on her tiptoes to reach for something again and 
her calves flex and her ass forms this shape that let’s me 
know god was most certainly a man. 


And when it’s just out of her reach she goes up higher on 
one toe as she leans, causing her other knee to flex sending 
her shin horizontal and flexing her glutes and I have no idea 
what I’m doing over here and why she’s over there. 


“How long does this take to make?” 
“Be patient. You know good things come to those who wait.” 


She gets to work mixing up the ingredients pretty quick and 
before | know it she’s sticking the pie in the oven. 


And then she walks right over to me with a can of whipped 
cream in her hand. 


She reaches around behind her and unties the back of her 
apron, the pressure from her breasts on the small garment 
push it to the middle of her chest and I lunge for her perfect 
chest like a man possessed. 


But she backs away and wags a finger at me before looking 
down and covering each nipple in whipped cream. 


| close my eyes for a second and take a deep breath. By the 
time my eyes are open she’s right in front of me and | grab 
her and pull her in close, my mouth crashing down on her 
chest. 


| lick circles around her quickly hardening nipples and just 
when I think she’s going to cover her epic tits in whipped 
cream again she drops to her knees. 


Her hands shoot through the gap in the chair between the 
seat and the back and she grabs a hold of my belt, 
unbuckling it and opening my pants wide. 


She takes a hold of my cock and pulls it out of my boxer 
briefs as | slide forward in my chair and her warm, wet lips 
immediately cover my rod as her head slides back and forth. 


“Oh fuck,” | moan as she sucks me through the hole in the 
chair. 


As incredible and creative as this is, it’s not working for me. 


| want to see her blow me. | have to see that look on her 
face and know that she’s enjoying this just as much as I am. 


“Over here,” | say and her head comes off my rod and | 
quickly slide my ass back on the chair and take my dick in 
my hand, safely guiding it out of the hole in the chair so | 
can stand up. 


| move over to the kitchen table and jump right up on it, 
taking a seat there and lying back on the thick oak 
structure, letting my legs hang over the edge. 


She moves right in, picking up where she left off, but the 
angle and position is much better as she grabs the base of 
my shaft with one hand and plays with my balls with the 
other. 


My hands come back to the sides of my head and | grab my 
scalp as | bend my neck watching her go to town on my 
dick. 


“Your mouth feels so good.” 


“Ummm,” she moans and | watch as her nostrils flare as she 
inhales the scent of my manliness as her eyes roll back in 
her head for a moment before | see her pupils again and she 
locks her sights right on mine. 


Watching her suck me off while she’s staring at me like that 
has me on the brink. 


She must see it too, because she pauses momentarily and 
then covers my cock in the cold whipped cream which had 
been in the fridge. 


But even though it’s cold it does nothing to cool down my 
desire for her, and she goes right back to it licking my dick 
clean, sucking me so hard it’s like my dick has the antidote 
for what ails her. 


And | know what ails me. 


Not using this very soon to happen orgasm to increase our 
chances of having a baby. 


| lean forward and gently take the sides of her face, lifting 
her from my dick. 


“| want to finish inside you,” | say as | quickly guide her over 
to the marble bar top as | slide my pants off as we move. 


| lift the apron up and over her head and toss it out of the 
way. 


| spin her around and her hands find a barstool which she 
bends over, sticking her ass back and at me, and grinding it 
into my rod. 


| lick two fingers and run them right up her middle, hearing 
her moan and | drop to my knees licking her pussy from 
behind before giving her clit a few passes until the fucker is 
engorged. 


Good, now we're on the same page. 


| grab her around the waist to support her bent over position 
and | move my one foot around and kick away the stool. 


Her hands come up on the bar top and | take one leg and 
bring it up horizontally, laying it across the top of the bar 
making her legs into an L-shape, with one straight up and 
down with her foot touching the floor, and her other 
completely spread out wide. 


| put my hand on her ass cheek which is elevated, feeling 
that globe, rubbing it, and feel my need to be inside her 
take over. 


With my other hand | grab her by the hip to steady her and | 
move forward, my cock finding her hole and I slowly take 
another step forward, entering her as | do. 


“Oh fuck. This angle is unreal,” she says as | hear her breath 
hitch as my hand comes off her ass and then back down 
hard, giving her a firm slap which causes her to cry out. 


“Again.” 
And | don’t make her wait. 


Then my hand slides up her side as | move my hips in 
rhythm entering her and pulling back. 


When my hand gets high enough along her side | slide it 
around her front, right in-between her tits feeling the sweat 
in-between her mounds before | grab a hold of the one 
nearest to me and carefully tweak her nipple knowing how 
sensitive it must be right now based on its length and 
firmness. 


And my firmness is so hard | swear if | came up on my tip 
toes I'd lift her entire body up with me. 


But there’s no lifting here, just in and out as my speed picks 
up. 


| grab her hair and give it a firm tug back. 


“Uhhh. Bishop!” she yells and her echo through the house 
has me at the precipice. 


“Come on my cock, baby. Give me everything you’ve got, 
Pumpkin,” | say. 


And right on command her walls lock onto me, giving my 
dick a death grip that swears to never let go as we both let 
go of every thought in the world as our bodies let go of our 
gifts for each other. 


My torso spasms forward once...then twice...and finally a 
third time before | bend over with my forearm on the counter 
next to her trying to catch my breath. 

“Oh my god, that was incredible,” she says. 

| reach my hand around and scoop up her thigh from 
underneath, carefully pulling it back and putting her foot 
back down on the floor. 

My dick still buried deep and | can feel the tightness in this 
position, with her legs together and me behind her, my cock 
completely vertical. 

“You finished that intensely and you’re still hard?” she asks. 
“When am I not hard for you?” 


She smiles and suddenly the kitchen timer dings. 


| carefully back my cock out of her and hear the sound of a 
vacuum emptying, the air escaping her. 


“A perfect fit as always,” | say. 

| watch her globes giggle as she moves toward the oven and 
turns a switch and then does something with the kitchen 
timer. 

“It’s done?” 

“That was just the first fifteen minutes at four twenty-five. 


Now it needs another thirty-five to forty minutes at three 
fifty.” 


“You're saying we've got another thirty minutes?” 
“Maybe more,” she says with a wink. 


“Where'd that whip cream go?” 


CHAPTER 24 


Bishop 
November 2"%(the morning after) 
Ding dong! 


| strain to get out three more reps at three hundred fifteen 
pounds on the bench press in my home gym in my garage. 


| exhale hard and get up off the bench looking at the clock. 


It’s eight o’clock exactly Whoever this is is acting like this is 
some sort of appointment. 


But I’m not expecting anyone and | don’t like the idea of 
someone coming to our house uninvited and ringing our 
doorbell and possibly waking up the woman who will be my 
wife as soon as this semester is over and we can havea 
proper wedding. 


| make my way to the front door and when I’m only a few 
steps away the damn bell rings again. 


Whoever this person is better have a good excuse for their 
actions, because this is complete b.s. 


“What in the f...” 


My chest is still heaving from that last set and I’m covered in 
sweat. 


Not to mention I’m completely shirtless, have no shoes on, 
and all this weightlifting has my testosterone running wild. 


If he came here looking for a fight this time l'Il give it to him. 
“Do you have a minute?” he asks. 


| don’t say anything. | just stand there staring at him. He’s 
already wasting any time I’m going to give him so he better 
get going before this door goes back to being closed. 


“| didn’t come here looking for a fight.” 


| resist the urge to rub his face in the fact that that’s a damn 
good decision. 


“Il came here to...” 
It’s only then I can see the pain on his face. 


The last time he was here the pain and the anger that he 
may have shown were hidden underneath that stupid 
hockey mask that was supposed to go with his ridiculous 
rabbit outfit. 


But this time there is no mask. There are no filters. It’s just 
him and me and although | know he felt pain last time, 
partly because of the way | grabbed a hold of him but more 
so because of the fear of losing his daughter, | can see this 
time the pain is different. 


“I came here to apologize,” he says. “If you have the time to 
hear me out.” 


A million thoughts run through my head all at the same 
time. The first one | have is that he should be apologizing to 


his own flesh and blood first, but she’s asleep and we're here 
now so | guess the time to do this is now 


If he manned up and came here to say his peace then | 
should give him that chance, no matter how he acted the 
last time. He is going to be my father-in-law soon, no matter 
how messed up that sounds. 


“Have you spoken to Penelope?” 


“No,” he says. “I came here to say it to her face. | want her 
to know this is real. | want her to look in my eyes and know | 
mean it.” 


| nod. 


“You know, Bishop... when | left here | was mad as hell. 
That’s no secret. But after | got home | tried to think of all 
the ways | could bury you in the Bayou where no one would 
ever find you. But you know what the problem was with 
each of my crazy plans | concocted? That! wouldn’t be able 
to keep it a secret.” 


| have no idea what he’s talking about and I’m not sure if | 
appreciate his honesty right now or if | should reconsider our 
friendship based on what he just said. 


Not that | haven’t reconsidered it already. 


For the strangest reason an old Chris Rock skit from a stand 
up comedy special jumps into my mind. It’s the one where 
he says, “If you haven’t contemplated murder... you ain’t 
been in love.” He adds some other lines and then continues, 
“If you haven’t bought a shovel, and a bag, and a rug to roll 
their ass up in... you ain’t been in love. If you haven’t 
practiced your alibi in front of the mirror... you ain’t been in 


love. And the only thing that stopped you from killing this 
motherfucker... was an episode of CSI.” 


And I never understood that line because | was never fully 
invested in being in love, until her Now I would absolutely 
never do anything to harm her. I can say with complete 
conviction that | wouldn’t. But if someone tried to harm 
her? Let’s just say that | wouldn’t not be contemplating any 
of the above because | take any disrespect to my woman 
much more seriously than | take a slight to myself. And | 
take those pretty damn seriously too. 


But | think the reason that line jumped into my head is 
because in a completely messed up way it shows me one 
thing about Peter’s character that you don’t find much these 
days. 


Yeah he may have dressed up in more shades of pastel than 
a man should be allowed to wear, and | consider one shade 
way too many. Yeah he may not be the biggest or toughest 
guy or even the best athlete. And I’m not even sure the guy 
can drive all that well, | mean he’s known to have trouble 
just staying in-between the lines when he gets excited when 
he’s having a conversation with a passenger 


But that’s the beauty of this. 


He’d learn to shoot a gun straight if he perceived someone 
was doing something wrong to his family. 


And family is absolutely everything. 


“But then | spoke with Paula...or more accurately | listened 
to her Listened as she spelled out the friendship the two of 
us have. And as angry as I was, and damn was | pissed off 
like you’ve never seen me, Paula knew what to say. She 


never said | should give you a pass because we’re buddies or 
anything like that. She appealed to reason, even in my 
emotional state. Because Paula knows | may have my flaws 
but if you can spell something out to me logically then 
there’s a damn good chance that it will make sense to me 
and l'Il be okay with it.” 


He pauses and takes a deep breath before blowing it out. 


“Well, when she told me how Penelope experienced first 
hand how I spoke about you and how much praise | laid on 
you that it was no wonder she looked at you in a favorable 
light. And then she reminded me that all the women back 
home always had a crush on you, and that it probably wasn’t 
just because we were in a small town with limited options. 
So that, and about a hundred other logical reasons she gave 
me over the next few hours started to calm me down a bit. 


And once | had the chance to sleep on it, and toss it around 
my brain a little while. Let it marinate up there and really 
kick the thoughts around, no matter how confusing and 
maddening they were...| could see what she was talking 
about. 


And probably the most important thing there was to see was 
what | saw on my baby girl’s hand the other night. | may 
have been angry and | may have acted impulsively and 
wildly, but in the midst of all my mayhem | did see one thing 
that tied it all back together and in the end? Well, it made it 
all right. 


You put a ring on her finger and that shows your intentions 
are genuine and true. 


This isn’t something dirty, or inappropriate. Hell, | had her 
at twenty. She’s practically nineteen now So if she were to 


get pregnant in six months from now...” 


He pauses realizing he doesn’t want to think about that right 
now. | feel like I’m winning right now, so I’m not going to 
address that point. 


“Well, she’d be right on target. History would be repeating 
itself which it often seems to do. 


So | come here in peace. And I come here to congratulate 
you, if... 


... you can accept my apology.” 


There’s a lot of things | can say right now, but I think this 
isn’t the time or the place. It’s best to make hay while the 
sun is shining and call it a victory Plus it takes balls fora 
man to admit he was wrong and | can admire that... 
especially when he’s my best friend. 


“I can and | do,” | say. 


He extends his hand and | waste no time filling his grip with 
my own. 


We shake, like old friends do. 


“But | think it’s a good idea if you have a word with Penelope 
when she’s awake. Ultimately this all boils down to what she 
thinks and how she feels.” 


“| feel awake and | think this is one of the best moments I’ve 
ever seen, especially between two stubborn old men,” a 
voice behind me says. 


| turn and see she’s in a T-shirt and jeans but clearly still in 
the process of waking up. 


“How long have you been back there?” | ask. 
“Long enough,” she says as she comes to my side and gives 
me a hug. Then she gives her dad a big long look before 


bursting out into tears and giving him a tight hug. 


| sit and watch the moment thinking how if this was any 
other man | wouldn't allow this to happen. 


Her hugs are reserved for me and mine for her, especially 
ones this intimate. 


But this isn’t just some ordinary fellow. This is her father 
and my best friend. 


And this is the start of putting things back together again, 
and it looks like we’re on the fast track to a speedy recovery. 


But this hug does seem to be dragging on. 


“Okay enough you two. That’s my woman you've got your 
arms around, Peter,” | say. 


They release each other and | move in to wipe away 
Penelope’s tears. 


“Isn't it beautiful dad?” she says showing him her 
engagement ring. 


“It looks like it perfectly belongs on your hands...and | know 
you're perfectly safe and in good hands... with him,” he says 
as his eyes shift up to mine. 


And before | know what’s happening the three of us are 
hugging it out together, but | angle my body to keep Peter 
from getting more of a hug on Penelope than | get. 


She’s mine after all and | always protect what’s mine. 


EPILOGUE 


Penelope 
Halloween - one year later 
“Rah!” Bishop says at the height of the tension in the movie 


| bury my head in his chest and grab ahold of him tight as 
we lie together on the couch, cuddled up this Halloween 
having a scary movie marathon together. 


For dinner | even made “broth of blood,” which was actually 
just tomato soup, hot dog mummies, complete with “blood” 
inside so when you bit into them it squirted out. It was just 
ketchup of course. Also there were witch’s finger cookies, 
where | used almonds for the fingernails. And the main 
course was “Halloween ribs” which were ribs, but | puta 
skull at the top and some sausages below for the intestines. 


| got pretty creative, and gory, to say the least. 


But we’ve somehow bonded over scary and gory movies. It 
was something neither of us was into before, but I think all 

the Halloween stuff reminds us of how we met so we like to 
kind of recreate that feeling as often as we can. 


And we've recreated some pretty intense moments from 
movies from time to time too, and these aren’t the kinds of 
movies you can get on Netflix. Whoops! 


But being nineteen now and Bishop being thirty-nine and 
working out every day it’s natural that we have a healthy 


sexual appetite for each other. 
Although I'd say Bishop might just be certified obsessed. 
The man cannot keep his hands off me! 


Even being five months pregnant he’s still chasing me 
around the house like we’re both a couple of teenagers. 


| hear a knock on the front door and wonder why whoever it 
is didn’t just ring the bell. 


“Is the light on?” 


“No, | turned it off before we started the movie. No 
distractions during ‘us time.’ That’s always been the rule.” 


“Hmmm. | wonder who it is.” 
We both get up and race to the door. 


“First!” we say at the same time which causes us to burst out 
laughing. 


Bishop opens the door and | can’t believe who | see standing 
in front of me. 


“Amber” | say and lean down to give her a hug. It’s nice to 
be able to lean in to give someone a hug. | spend most of 
my days looking up to hug my big Bishop. 


“Hi Penelope. Hi Mr Boudreaux. I’m sorry to knock even 
though your light isn’t on. | didn’t come by for candy.” 


“It looks like you made out as well as you did last year,” | 
Say. 


“| did, but maybe even better... because of you.” 
“Because of me?” 


Amber looks up at her mother Ashley. | remember meeting 
her once and it actually seemed a bit contentious. She looks 
different now Happier. 


“Penelope, I’m sorry for the way | treated you when we first 
met. It’s just... well...| didn’t really like the idea of her being 
in Big Brothers Big Sisters. It made me feel like | didn’t have 
my act together. But looking back now... well, | didn’t have 
my act together and it took something like that to make me 
realize it.” 


Out of the corner of my eye | see Amber’s little hand take 
her mother’s hand. 


“And when I realized just how much | didn’t have my life 
together, and how close I was to losing my baby... well you 
best believe this mother bear’s ears perked up and 
listened.” 


Oh my god | was not expecting this right now 


“And | listened to what Amber said about the times you two 
spent together At first | was so angry | wanted to come over 
and give you a piece of my mind, and if I’m being honest, 
my fists. But I have to admit now, | learned from you. | 
listened to what my baby told me and | learned the things 
that made her happy and | knew if you could make her 
happy a couple times a week and only for a few hours, well 
her mama sure can make her happy too then. Am I right?” 


“Yes you are,” | say. “You Sure are.” 


| watch as Ashley's eyes start to water and | can’t help but 
lean in and give her a big hug. 


“So we just came to say thank you,” she says in-between 
sniffles. 


“Thank you, Penelope,” Amber says and that little girl 
absolutely melts my heart. 


“Thank you,” | say giving her another hug. | realize this is 
turning into a cry fest so | have do something fast. 


“High five!” | say and | give Amber a high five and then 
think, what the hell, and give her mom a high five too. 


“Wish you all a happy Halloween,” Ashley says. “And 
congratulations!” she says looking at my stomach. 


“Thank you so much. And happy Halloween to you two too. 
And don’t be strangers!” | say. 


“Bye,” they say together and then disappear into the night. 
Bishop puts his arm around me and shuts the door. 


“She was hugging you for a long time,” he says. | quickly 
slap him on the arm. “What?” 


| start laughing non-stop for a good ten or fifteen seconds. 
I’m really emotional right now to begin with and that little 
touching moment was a lot to handle in addition to 
everything else that’s going on. 


“| can’t wait until we get to take this little goblin around 
trick or treating, can you?” Bishop asks putting his hand on 


my tummy. 


“No. | really can’t. | wish this was a year, or three, from now 
and we were doing that right now. Don’t you?” 


“Absolutely not.” 

ad No?” 

“I’m not trying to speed up time, Pumpkin. I’m trying to 
slow it down. | want as many minutes and memories with 
you as! can. We'll get there when we get there and when 
we do it will be well-deserved with a lot of memories from 
now until then...and a whole lot more then and after.” 


“You're right,” | say. 


“We're right,” he says. “For each other Forever and 
always.” 


“Forever and always,” | Say. 


“| love you my Halloween treat three hundred and sixty five 
days out of the year, every year,” he says and we kiss. 


“And | love you my Halloween hunk, every day, but what 
about leap year?” 


“I like the way you think. That gives us an extra day. And 
by the way, did you say leap?” 


“Yeah. Why?” 


“Because | think it’s time for the two of us to leap into bed.” 


“Bishop!” | plead as he scoops me up and carries me right 
past the couch and to the bedroom. “We haven't finished 
the movie.” 

“We can do that next year. Halloween’s our special time of 
the year and it’s time to have some more special moments 
with the most special lady in the world.” 

“Living world or dead world?” 


“If you find a way to turn us into vampires I’m all in. Then 
we truly can be together forever.” 


“This is New Orleans, home of black magic and voodoo.” 


“Voodoo schmoodoo. Right now I wanna hear about all the 
things that youuuuu wanna dooooo,” he says. 


“Why don’t you give me a treat? No tricks!” | say pointing 
up at him from my position in his arms. 


“I’ve got one trick you just might like.” 

“No tricks. | said it.” 

“But this trick is with my tongue,” he says as he carefully 
places me on the bed and his hands find the side of my yoga 
pants and he beings working them off. 


“On second thought,” | say. 


“| second that,” he says and a second later he’s got his face 
in my lap, but I can’t see him. 


Why? Because my baby bump is blocking my view of the 
man who put that baby bump there. 


And at this rate it’s gonna be the first baby of many My 
baby with my Bishop. My Bishop baby. 


Because he’s mine. Mine all mine 


All treats and no tricks...except for the ones that are actually 
treats in disguise. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Bishop 
Halloween - five more years later 
| kneel down by the door and clasp my hands together. 


Jack, our four-year-old, puts his little soaceman costume 
boots into my hands and | lift him up that extra few inches 
he needs so he can reach the doorbell. 


The little guy is growing like a weed and next year he won't 
need my help. 


But Janet, our two-year-old, will, and l'Il be right there to do 
this all over again, but next year for the pointe shoes that go 
with her little ballerina outfit, or whatever she picks out as 
her costume. 


Because when it comes to our kids they grow fast, and | try 
and give them plenty of room to grow. 


Just like | do my wife. 


Sometimes | have to remind myself that she’s only twenty- 
three years old. It’s tough to remember sometimes, 
especially considering how mature she is and how much 
she’s accomplished in her life already. 


It’s just that a man like me wants to do everything for her. | 
want to make her day easier while she relaxes. Isn’t that the 
way aman is supposed to treat his queen? 


But then I have to remind myself that life isn’t about me 
anymore and what | want, even if it makes their lives easier. 


My life is completely about them and what they want. To 
give my kids room to grow and even fall sometimes, but I’m 
absolutely there every time to pick them right back up, dust 
them off, and tell them to try again. 


And then to keep trying, to stay with it, until they fulfill their 
dreams. 


Because as much as I want to reach up into the sky and grab 
their dreams and yank them down here and deliver them to 
them on a silver platter | know that they'll get way more 
satisfaction if they achieve them themselves. 


Which is just like my life. My biggest achievement couldn’t 
have been given to me. | had to discover it myself 


Sure my woman basically put what | needed to “find” 
literally right on my front doorstep and then put a “sign” on 
it in the form of a super sexy Halloween outfit five years ago, 
but the fact remains. 


It was always her She was my dream even though | didn’t 
know it until she showed up gift-wrapped that fateful 
Halloween night. 


And now instead of sitting at home on holidays drinking 
bourbon and grading papers I’ve got my own family to go 
trick or treating with. 


And when Thanksgiving comes around we'll all go up to 
grandpa and grandma’s house and celebrate that as a 
family together too. As we always do. 


It’s still kind of strange referring to my best friend as 
grandpa in front of the kids, but that’s what he is. 


And the best part is that | get to tease him that he’s a 
grandpa because of me. 


At first the jokes were a fun way to rib him, but now I think 
grandpa is his favorite word in the English language. He 
absolutely loves spending time with our kids. 

And | know there are more on the way. I’m still obsessed 
with having ten of them running around, partly because my 
favorite word in the English language is Pumpkin. 

As in her. 


We go together perfectly. 


Pumpkin and Bishop. Even our names are P and B, and it 
just so happened we gave our kids names starting with J. 


So we're PB and Js. 

We liked the name Jack because of Jack-o-lantern and also 
that was the name of the Pumpkin King from the film The 
Nightmare before Christmas. 

And Janet we got from The Rocky Horror Picture Show. 


Yeah, you could say we have eclectic tastes. 


But one thing is for sure. She will always be my sweet treat, 
and not just on Halloween but every day of the year. 


“Somebody’s coming, dad!” Jack says and | put his feet back 
on the ground. 


“Trick or treat!” we all say in unison when the door opens. 
“Trick or treat!” Janet says about a full second late. 

We all laugh including our neighbor standing in front of us. 
We call them our neighbors even though they technically 


live down the street. 


But our street has become a community just like Pumpkin 
made my house a home. 


That’s how it works when you find love and then find the 
ultimate happiness in the world...by seeing the smiles you 
put on the faces of your wife and your kids every day. 


And that’s what really matters in this world. 


And now that | have tenure at the university | have more 
time to spend at home. 


Which means more opportunities to see those smiles and 
witness all those first time moments that kids do. 


And it all started with the first woman | ever loved. 


My perfect Pumpkin Patch. 
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